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CHAPTEE  I. 


THE    AMAZON    FOLLOWS    UP    HEE    ADVANTAGE. 


HE  annual  arrival  of  the  royal  party  at 
Bath  was  always  the  signal  for  the  com- 
mencement of  the  season.  The  city  was 
too  small  for  the  growing  requirements 
of  the  quality,  who  found  themselves  compelled  some- 
times to  spend  a  night  or  two  in  their  coaches  until 
apartments  of  some  kind  or  other  could  be  ferreted 
out,  and  so  there  grew  up  round  the  venerable 
Abbey  a  mushroom  heap  of  hovels  which  pressed 
closer  and  closer  about  the  sacred  walls  till  they 
seemed  half- strangled  by  the  squalid  growth  of 
courts  and  alleys  at  their  feet.  The  raw-boned 
saints  who  guarded  the  church-doors  peered  through 
small  windows  into  shambling  bedchambers,  and 
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beheld  strange  Bights  there  I  warrant  you,  but  age 
of  course  brings  wisdom,  and  they  never  so  much  as 
smiled  or  winked ;  while,  as  for  the  sculptured  angels 
on  the  Jacob's  ladder,  they  skipped  up  and  down 
and  fluttered  in  their  tattered  robes  as  if  all  those 
rouge-pots  and  cosmetics  spread  about  so  lavishly  on 
dirty  tables  were  indeed  concocted  by  the  black 
gentleman  from  his  best  sulphur  and  brimstone. 

The  footmen's  taverns  were  crowded  far  into  the 
night  with  a  brawling  crew  clad  in  many-coloured 
raiment,  who  squabbled  over  whist  and  faro  with 
select  expletives  borrowed  from  their  betters.  French 
tiremen  tripped  delicately  through  the  gutter  with 
clean  underclothing  for  their  mistresses  dangling 
from  poles  over  their  shoulders,  in  order  that  they 
might  not  be  creased  or  rumpled  ;  and,  national 
enemies  though  they  might  be,  they  were  rarely 
insulted  save  by  vulgar  country-folk,  who  were  too 
obtuse  to  perceive  that  life  without  French  singers 
and  friseurs  would  be  unendurable.  "  What  is  the 
loss  of  Minorca/'  a  beau  exclaimed  on  one  occasion, 
u  to  that  of  the  Mingotti  V3  and  his  sentiment  of 
regret  was  shared  by  a  large  proportion  of  the  aris- 
tocracy. As  we  have  seen,  Mr.  Pitt's  enthusiasm 
fired  the  train  of  patriotism  in  the  public  heart,  and 
many  nobles  rose  from  their  Capuan  sleep  to  prove 
that  they  were  men — amongst  these  my  Lord  Bel- 
lasis,  who  at  this  time  was  bravely  fighting  in 
Canada — but  many,  alas,  returned  shortly  like  swine 
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to  their  wallowing,  and  Mr.  Pitt's  indignation  rose 
to  fever-pitch  where  it  was  tempered  by  contempt. 
These  grovelling  wretches,  he  meditated,  by  their 
evil  example  degrade  the  people.  It  is  no  time  for 
half-nieasures.  England  mnst  be  saved  somehow, 
her  tarnished  glory  refurbished.  She  must  be 
saved  in  spite  of  herself.  And  so  he  excused  to  his 
own  conscience  those  arbitrary  and  despotic  measures 
relative  to  crimping,  which  in  earlier  days  would 
have  shocked  his  upright  soul. 

And  the  people,  whose  patience  with  their  de- 
graded monarch  was  so  touching,  forgave  their  new 
idol  his  peccadilloes.  When  the  cavalcade  which 
we  saw  starting  from  Leicester  House  came  tumbling 
down  the  steep  hill  into  Stall  Street,  the  town  of 
Bath  turned  out  to  a  man  with  huzzas  and  welcomes, 
and  the  bells  were  set  jangling  a  double  peal.  The 
Princess  Dowager,  who  was  growing  quite  accus- 
tomed to  being  hooted  and  hissed  in  London  by  a 
virtuous  populace,  who  disapproved  of  her  penchant 
for  Lord  Bute — who  never  showed  her  face  in  a 
theatre,  unless  accompanied  by  her  son,  without 
being  howled  at — was  filled  with  delight.  She 
woke  from  her  dozing,  and  nodded,  and  gibbered, 
and  bade  her  maids  of  honour  to  do  likewise ;  and 
Lady  Grizel  obeyed  the  royal  behest  whilst  laugh- 
ing in  her  sleeve,  for  she  knew  right  well  that  the 
plaudits  were  not  directed  to  the  coach  of  Jezebel, 
but  were   meant   to  welcome   that   other   carriage 
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covered  white  with  dust,  wherein  lay  rolled  in 
blankets  the  "  Great  Commoner. "  Expectation  had 
not  been  deceived  in  him  ;  the  coming  man  had  out- 
stripped public  hopes.  He  had  taken  the  helm  in 
his  firm  grasp,  and  the  tide  of  ignominy  was  already 
rolling  back.  A  well-directed  swoop  on  the  French 
coast  had  warned  France  to  be  less  prying.  His 
West  Indian  fleet  recovered  within  a  few  months  in 
one  quarter  of  the  globe  the  prestige  of  the  British 
flag,  whilst  his  East  Indian  contingent  did  the  same  in 
another.  The  Dutch,  unmindful  of  the  new  hand  on 
the  tiller,  coquetted  with  French  stores.  Mr.  Pitt 
came  down  on  them  like  a  hawk  on  a  dovecot,  and, 
despite  their  shrieks  and  yells,  confiscated  no  less 
than  two  hundred  and  forty  of  their  ships  within  a 
year.  Victory  capped  victory ;  triumph  was  piled 
on  triumph.  The  people  were  enchanted  at  so  un- 
usual a  state  of  things,  and  huzzaed  him  and  forgot 
all  about  the  crimping;  and  pretentious,  small- 
minded  Lord  Bute  swelled  more  and  more  with 
envy  and  rage,  and  became  quite  bloated  with 
venomed  spleen.  For  the  present,  however,  he  per- 
ceived that  he  must  even  bow  before  the  new  idol 
like  the  rest,  for  as  yet  he  was  but  a  pipkin  which 
would  be  smashed  to  bits  by  this  prodigious  iron 
pot.  But  with  the  progress  of  time  he  determined 
to  transmute  his  own  earthenware  to  brass,  and  then 
what  a  clashing  there  should  be  between  the  two 
vessels  !     Mr.  Pitt  should  be  dinged  and  broken 
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and  flung  upon  the  dunghill,  while  brassy  Lord 
Bute  glittered  resplendent  before  Europe.  His  time 
not  being  come,  he  fawned  upon  the  Commoner, 
inditing  to  him  affectionate  epistles,  signed  "  your 
devoted  humble  servant,"  and  became  more  and 
more  puffed  out  with  secret  ire.  Of  course  the 
smitten  Princess  obediently  followed  his  lead,  and  it 
came  to  be  agreed  between  the  pair  that  as  young 
George  was  showing  signs  of  restiveness,  Mr.  Pitt 
must  be  made  to  do  something  useful  before  he  was 
upset ;  and  so  when  she  discovered  that  the  huzzaing 
rabble  took  no  heed  of  her  grins,  she  grinned  more 
than  ever  and  wriggled  her  old  neck,  and  screamed 
out  as  if  she  meant  it : 

"  Our  friend  de  great  man  is  mit  us.  You  do 
right  to  salute  him,  my  good  beebles  \" 

Notwithstanding  his  gout  and  his  anxiety  anent 
the  Canadian  expedition,  of  which  he  had  had  no 
news  of  late,  Mr.  Pitt  consented  to  patronise  the  first 
ball  of  the  season,  and  the  Assembly-rooms  were 
specially  decorated  for  the  occasion.  Poor  beau 
Nash,  who  had  practised  with  his  chairs  all  the 
morning,  was  utterly  prostrated  before  dinner-time 
by  that  terrible  scene  at  the  parsonage.  As  the  party 
drove  back  into  the  town  he  bemoaned  his  fate  and 
whimpered,  much  to  the  disgust  of  the  Duke  of 
Tewkesbury,  who  averred  with  indignation  that  the 
aged  fop  must  actually  have  been  dead  a  long  time, 
but  was  too  obstinate  to  admit  the  fact.     He  ought 
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to  be  buried  with  the  parson,  who  showed  more 
decent  manners  and  was  silent  enough  now  beneath 
his  sheet.  But  Lady  Grizel  checked  his  complain- 
ing, vowing  that  the  rheumy  pantaloon  was  more 
fascinating  than  he,  and  that  unless  he  behaved 
himself  she  would  certainly  transform  herself  into 
Madam  Nash. 

Before  the  ball  a  comfit-tea  was  provided  with  a 
posey  and  a  box  of  sugar-plums  for  every  lady,  by 
subscription  of  the  country  squires,  who  loyally  had 
driven  forth  their  hinds  to  become  food  for  powder, 
while  they  quietly  sat  at  home  themselves.  It  was 
the  same  principle  which  induced  the  London  rabble 
to  hoot  the  Princess  Dowager,  for  as  the  Londoners 
demanded  a  virtue  of  her  which  they  were  not  so 
careful  to  carry  out  in  their  own  persons,  so  the 
country  gentlemen  were  amazingly  bubbling  with 
practical  loyalty  at  second  hand.  After  all,  they 
could  not  be  expected  to  take  to  heart  the  welfare 
of  the  colonies.  Their  ignorance  was  such  that  half 
of  them  could  barely  sign  their  names,  while  many 
were  firmly  convinced  that  the  sole  route  to  Scotland 
was  across  the  Red  Sea,  and  that  Japan  was  the 
chief  island  in  the  Hebrides.  Nevertheless  they 
talked  big  to  one  another  whilst  awaiting  their  hero 
about  what  a  charming  spot  Canada  must  be.  Of 
course  it  was  so,  they  argued,  or  why  should  Mr. 
Pitt,  who  really  did  understand  geography,  have 
ecently  despatched  a  new  fleet  and  a  new  army 


FOLLOWS  UP  HER  ADVANTAGE.  7 

thither,  under  Lord  Loudoun  and  a  young  person 
called  Wolfe  ?  "  A  very  nice  place/'  somebody 
observed,  "  farther  away  considerably  than  the 
Channel  Islands,  and  very  famous  for  its  water- 
works. Pitt  wanted  it  for  some  reason  or  other — 
perhaps  he  was  fond  of  waterworks ;  all  the  world 
knew  that  he  loved  landscape-gardening — and  so 
he  intended  to  have  it,  and  they  would  all  be 
charmed  when  he  got  it,  and  give  in  his  honour 
another  comfit -tea." 

A  rolling  wave  of  acclamation,  swelling  from  faint 
to  loud,  announced  to  those  already  in  the  Assembly- 
rooms  the  advent  of  the  minister.  He  wore  his 
ordinary  suit  of  sable  velvet,  but  his  nether  limbs 
were  swathed  in  bandages  and  his  ascetic  face  was 
more  ashen  than  usual,  as  he  slowly  advanced  on 
crutches,  guided  by  the  friendly  arm  of  George 
Grenville,  his  fidus  Achates,  between  two  rows  of 
bowing  gentlemen.  Though  his  lips  were  white 
with  suppressed  pain,  the  wonderful  eyes,  under 
whose  gleam  men  trembled,  shone  forth  as  bright 
as  ever  from  beneath  the  shaggy  brows,  and  those 
who  saw  him  marvelled  at  the  indomitable  will 
chiselled  deep  in  each  facial  line.  He  had  promised 
to  show  himself,  so  he  did  show  himself,  no  matter 
at  what  expense  to  his  own  comfort.  The  ladies, 
among  whose  hoops  Beau  Nash  wandered  aimlessly, 
met  him  half-way  down  the  great  room  and  per- 
formed an  obeisance  in  concert ;  all  sinking  slowly 
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down  together  in  a  row,  with  grave  faces  and  elbows 
and  shoulders  squared,  and  the  fourth  and  fifth  fin- 
gers extended  straight ;  then  recovered  again  in  de- 
corous silence,  with  toes  turned  out.  In  younger  days 
Mr.  Nash  would  have  gone  into  raptures  over  such  a 
marvel  of  etiquette,  but  in  sooth  the  poor  gentleman 
did  look  very  much  as  if  he  had  been  long  dead  and 
was  beginning  to  find  it  out  at  last.  Her  Royal 
Highness  arrived  presently  with  an  engaging  simper, 
but  in  a  bad  temper  at  these  mummeries,  in  which 
she  had  no  part,  and  which  were  being  aggressively 
carried  on  under  her  nose.  With  her  was  my  Lord 
Bute  in  a  vile  humour,  who  pretended  to  see  nothing, 
while  he  writhed. 

"  The  frog  blows  himself  out  to  rival  the  bull !" 
laughed  Wilkes  to  Stone  as  the  two  watched  the 
solemn  entry  of  her  Highness.  But  Stone  was  too 
nervous  to  see  the  joke.  He  felt  hot  with  the 
feverish  sensation  of  lightheadedness  which  came 
over  him  when  deeply  moved.  Few  of  us  are 
sufficiently  under  control  to  bear  with  becoming 
stoicism  the  shattering  of  our  airy  castles;  and 
Stone's  mind  was  employed  just  now  in  the  unsatis- 
factory occupation  of  retrospect.  How  long  ago 
was  it  that  he  determined  to  rule  this  royal  family 
through  the  maid  of  honour — to  make  all  the 
puppets  dance  unto  his  piping  ?  How  many  years 
was  it  since  he  said  to  himself,  "That  woman 
possesses  latent  powers.     Should  she  choose  to  take 
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to  politics,  what  havoc  might  she  not  create ;  with 
her  for  a  tool  and  spy,  to  what  elevation  might  I  not 
rise  V*  Events  had  borne  ont  the  truth  of  his  fore- 
shadowing. Even  that  successful  statesman  there 
was  not  above  listening  to  the  opinions  of  Lady 
Grizel,  although  she  was  wont  to  mask  them  with  a 
veil  of  frivolity  which  was  foreign  to  her.  ' '  And 
how  have  I  advanced  V*  Stone  murmured  with  an 
inward  beating  of  the  breast.  "  Alas,  no  whit  at  all ! 
I  fight  an  unequal  game  in  which  I  lose  trick  by 
trick  through  my  own  clumsiness.  I  play  my  cards 
badly ;  a  desperate  effort  now  or  all  is  lost."  The 
tutor  was  beginning  to  doubt  his  own  cleverness. 
What  a  shock  it  is — what  a  plunge  into  icy  water — 
when  we  discover  for  the  first  time  that  we  are  not 
so  gifted  as  we  hoped  ! 

While  Mr.  Pitt,  by  reason  of  his  infirmities,  was 
taking  up  his  position  amongst  cushions  in  an  inner 
room,  Stone  wandered  miserably  amid  the  throng, 
bent  upon  regaining  such  ground  as  he  might  have 
lost  with  his  ex-pupil.  The  maid  of  honour  had 
floored  him.  He  must  now  in  self-defence  push  on 
that  little  affair  with  Lady  Sarah  with  all  speed, 
must  make  the  lovers  feel  that  his  interests  were 
wrapped  in  theirs,  that  they  occupied  a  forlorn 
condition  from  which  only  his  experience  and  aid 
could  help  them.  But  what  a  delicate  game  -it  was  ! 
Would  the  young  people  have  strength  of  character 
sufficient  to  fight  it  out  ?     Would  the  lad  weakly 
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succumb  before  mamma,  or  would  lie  stand  up  for 
his  manhood  and  his  love  ?  The  doughty  maid  of 
honour  stood,  armed  cap-a-pie,  in  the  opposite  ranks, 
a  formidable  champion.  The  Princess  and  my  Lord 
Bute  were  on  the  qui  vive,  and  determined  more 
than  ever  to  keep  the  Heir  Apparent  in  their  own 
clutches.  What  line  would  Mr.  Pitt  take?  The 
Prince  himself  was  like  a  frail  shallop  tossed  in 
stormy  waters;  for  the  poor  boy  was  becoming 
aware  of  the  over-scentedness  of  court  atmosphere, 
of  the  slipperiness  of  the  ground  over  which  he  was 
called  upon  to  walk.  Everybody  seemed  to  be 
urged  in  dealing  with  him  by  a  selfish  motive — 
everybody  except  Sarah,  who  loved  him  for  himself. 
Luckily  the  boy  is  obstinate,  Stone  reflected ;  and 
the  most  must  be  made  of  this  point.  As  for  the 
girl  she  was  very  pretty  and  impulsive,  sharp-witted 
and  imperious — just  the  maiden  to  hold  securely 
such  a  dull  young  man  as  George.  But  then,  on 
the  other  hand,  he  was  terribly  conscientious  and 
well-meaning ;  fond,  after  a  fashion,  of  his  mother ; 
dazzled  by  the  pinchbeck  gilding  of  Lord  Bute. 
Was  their  influence  strong  enough  to  bear  down 
the  yearning  of  his  heart  ?  He  was  decidedly 
stupid  and  slow  at  receiving  impressions,  which  was 
another  good  point,  for  the  slower  the  mind  to 
receive  an  impression  the  harder  will  it  be  to  efface 
it;  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  the  little  gipsy 
had  made  a  very  strong  impression  indeed.     Boys, 
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too,  if  deftly  goaded,  will  be  guilty  of  the  wildest 
follies  merely  to  prove  that  they  are  men,  and  no 
longer  in  statu  pupillari.  George  must  be  so  goaded 
or  else  (so  the  tutor  reflected  with  misgivings)  Lord 
Bute  might  come  to  wield  too  great  an  ascendency 
over  the  future  King,  which  would  mean  that  he, 
Stone,  was  to  come  to  shipwreck. 

Verily  Stone  was  but  an  indifferent  schemer. 
He  left  out  of  his  reckoning  the  fact  that  many 
stupid  people  remain  on  the  straight  road  simply 
because  they  have  not  brains  or  sufficient  originality 
or  imagination  to  do  otherwise.  George  was  a  good 
and  exemplary  youth  who  loved  his  Sarah,  but  who 
was  quite  capable  of  being  coerced  into  giving  her 
up  if  it  could  be  beaten  into  his  dense  brain  that  his 
behaviour  was  unorthodox.  Truly  his  tutor  leaned 
on  a  fragile  reed  when  he  reckoned  on  the  boy's 
rebellion.  No  doubt  lovely  Sarah  was  a  real  friend, 
but  then  her  boldness  frightened  her  lover.  On  this 
very  afternoon  when  the  two  plodded  round  Queen's 
Square  together,  his  lady-love  twitted  him  in  her 
spoilt  way  for  not  having  accepted  his  Majesty's 
offer  of  a  separate  household.  ' c  Your  mamma  hates 
poor  me/'  she  had  said,  "  because  I  want  you  to  hold 
your  own,  and  she  wishes  to  rule  you  like  a  baby. 
Fi  clone,  my  dear."  And  hapless  George  was  more 
grieved  than  he  cared  to  show,  in  that  unseemly  di- 
visions between  parents  and  sons  were  the  inevitable 
heritage  of  the   House  of   Brunswick.     George  I. 
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hated  George  II.  \  George  II.  loathed  his  father 
and  his  son  (our  present  beardless  hero's  parent). 
The  future  George  III.  already  could  not  abide  his 
grandfather,  and  seemed  on  the  brink  of  a  rupture 
with  his  mother.  This  was  an  alarming  prospect, 
and  yet  surely  hearts  are  not  made,  like  promises,  for 
the  express  purpose  of  being  broken  ?  This  tall, 
handsome  lad,  with  the  fair  simple  countenance, 
held  strong,  if  undefined  convictions  with  regard 
to  duty,  and  it  was  terrible  to  him  that  sweet  Sarah 
should  counsel  a  quarrel  with  mamma.  Whom 
could  he  advise  with  at  this  juncture  ?  Not  Stone 
certainly,  for  Stone  was  right  when  he  decided  that 
there  was  lost  ground  to  regain.  One  of  his  false 
moves  had  been  that  of  scoffing  at  his  pupil's  speck- 
lessness.  He  had  hazarded  jokes  (quite  refined 
ones  considering  the  period)  about  Fred,  his  papa, 
who  was  dead,  and  Mrs.  Cannon  the  midwife,  and 
the  bear-fightings  at  Hockley  in  the  Hole.  Instead 
of  considering  (as  Stone  anticipated)  that  a  man's 
frailties  are  respectable  when  they  are  your  father's, 
George  shrank  within  himself  with  horror  at  the 
ill-judged  relation,  and  began  to  feel  subdued 
resentment  towards  his  tutor  for  having  the  bad 
taste  to  stir  up  such  reminiscences  of  the  departed. 
He  therefore,  in  spite  of  his  trouble,  avoided  Stone 
as  much  as  might  be  at  this  especial  ball,  for  he 
perceived  that  he  was  in  one  of  his  sneering  moods 
when  he  was  prone  to  show  too  much  of  his  canines 
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and  gums ,   and  jest  of  things  the  boy  considered 
sacred. 

Prince  George  then  had  no  one  to  advise  with 
and  was  in  despair,  for  he  sadly  needed  a  confidant 
who  might  point  a  way  out  of  the  impaste.  What 
he  sorely  needed  was  the  assistance  of  one  whose 
years  had  brought  experience,  who  might  be  ex- 
pected to  show  affection  for  him,  whose  judgment 
was  clear  and  trustworthy.  Who  was  there  at  court 
who  could  answer  the  requirements  ?  Lady  Grizel 
— none  but  Lady  Grizel,  who  had  danced  him  on 
her  knee ;  who,  if  boisterous  and  a  little  hard,  was 
marvellously  shrewd,  and  was  moreover  the  most 
beautiful  creature  whom  he  had  ever  beheld.  In 
his  simple  way  he  held,  like  Mr.  Pitt,  the  pleasing 
theory  about  the  good  and  beautiful.  Though  she 
was  never  weary  of  laughing  at  him,  of  course  she 
liked  him  a  little  bit;  perchance  gibes  were  the 
wilful  beauty's  method  of  showing  latent  tenderness. 
Besides,  as  his  mother's  favourite,  might  not  her 
influence  be  invaluable  in  smoothing  difficulties  ? 
Was  she  not  a  valued  friend  of  Mr.  Pitt,  as  well  as 
the  adored  of  all  the  beaux  from  eighteen  to  eighty- 
five  ?  There  was  no  doubt  about  it  that  the  proper 
person  to  advise  with  was  my  Lady  Grizel,  whose 
masculine  mind  would  turn  over  pros  and  cons  as 
decidedly  as  her  firm  hand  turned  over  cards  at 
whist;    whose  clear  intellect  would  mark  a  trump 


14  LADY  GRIZEL 


and  pop  it  down  and  win  a  game,  while  less-favoured 
mortals  were  fumbling  over  the  suits. 

It  was  urgent  that  he  should  commune  with 
somebody,  and  Lady  Gladys  never  occurred  to  him 
as  a  possibly  useful  ally.  Nobody,  unless  they  had 
a  toothache  and  wanted  tending,  troubled  their 
heads  about  mild  Lady  Gladys — that  modest  sweet- 
scented  violet.  She  was  the  souffre-douleur  of  the 
court,  who  meekly  went  her  quiet  way  along  life's 
road,  enduring  rebuffs  and  bruises  cheerfully; 
comforting  in  cooing  whispers  such  as  tumbled 
down  by  the  wayside,  who,  when  they  recovered 
from  their  wounds,  invariably  forgot  almost  her 
existence.  However  deeply  such  conduct  hurt  her 
she  was  not  one  to  cry  out,  for  she  was  the  breathing 
image  of  God's  most  beautiful  imagining — that  fair 
unselfishness  which,  in  exchange  for  devotion, 
demands  nothing  in  return,  and  which  is  oftener 
found  in  women  than  in  men.  A  pure  retiring 
woman  thrown  by  fate  into  a  vortex  of  all  that  was 
most  base  and  devilish  in  a  notoriously  devilish  and 
corrupt  age,  she  was  in  the  world,  not  of  it,  and  its 
other  occupants  were  too  much  busied  with  their  own 
intrigues  and  scandals  to  worry  their  heads  about  a 
lady  who  seemed  to  set  herself  up  for  a  conundrum. 
George  voted  her  unamusing,  Sarah  thought  her 
sister  mean-spirited,  her  royal  Highness  looked 
upon  her  as  a  bore.  Lady  Grizel  alone  of  those 
amongst  whom  she  lived  gauged  her  at  her  value, 
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and  deliberately  marked  her  down  as  a  victim  and 
a  scapegoat,  who  would  not  scream  inconveniently 
under  the  knife — cruel  Lady  Grizel !  The  Honour- 
able Jack,  too  late,  discovered  the  fragrance  of  the 
hedge-flower  as  contrasted  with  the  flaunting  glory 
of  the  lily,  and  carried  her  kiss  upon  his  lips  and 
her  picture  in  his  heart  when  he  sailed  for  Canada; 
and  her  image  usurped  the  place  of  that  of  his 
blatant  noisy  free-and-easy  wife  by  dreary  bivouac 
and  lonely  watchfire. 

But  the  Honourable  Jack  is  far  away  now, 
vapouring  about  with  martinet  airs  in  his  brother's 
regiment,  helping  to  win,  if  maybe,  the  country  of 
the  waterworks,  on  the  possession  of  which  Mr. 
Pitt  has  set  his  heart. 

Lady  Gladys  walked  into  the  Assembly-rooms 
behind  her  royal  mistress,  dressed  as  she  always 
was  in  perfect  taste.  Her  robe  was  of  unglistening 
texture  and  pearly  colour.  Nobody  knew  that  she 
was  there,  or  cared;  for,  once  Mr.  Pitt  ensconced 
in  his  great  chair,  all  eyes  were  turned  to  Lady 
Grizel,  who  was  not  one  to  hide  her  light  under  a 
bushel.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  She  was  toast  of  the  town 
and  queen  of  fashion,  and  like  a  very  tyrant  brooked 
none  but  abject  homage,  and  was  determined  to 
afford,  in  her  own  brilliant  person,  ample  food  for 
conversation.  On  this  occasion  she  rustled  in 
draped  in  thick  folds  of  silver  tissue  with  a  whisk 
of  triumphant  majesty  in  the  sweep  of  her  ample 
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skirts,  which  completely  snuffed  out  the  entry  of 
her  mistress.  How  could  the  long-armed  ungainly 
royal  lady  stand  beside  this  imperial  presence  ? 
She  looked  like  a  hideous  old  handmaid  who  had 
been  brushed  up  to  serve  as  a  duenna.  Everybody 
stared  at  Lady  Grizel,  for  not  only  was  she  gorgeous 
with  argent  brocade,  but  had  besides  just  invented 
a  brand-new  head-dress  which  it  behoved  every  fair 
to  imitate  with  speed,  unless  she  were  content  to  be 
banned  as  out  of  mode. 

This  new  head-dress  she  called  a  Capriole,  and 
many  were  the  feeble  jests  to  which  her  invention 
gave  rise.  Heads  were  worn  rather  high  in  this 
year  of  grace — say  a  couple  of  feet  from  the  eyebrow 
to  the  summit  of  the  structure,  which  was  formed  of 
powdered  and  pomatumed  hair  raised  up  on  cushions 
and  trimmed  with  flowers  and  plumes.  A  few  years 
later  heads  rose  three  times  the  height,  but  even  at 
this  earlier  period  it  was  evident  to  the  fastidious 
eye  of  Lady  Grizel  that  something  was  wanted 
which  should  vary  the  monotony  of  plumes  and 
flowers.  Therefore,  to  make  good  her  title  as  high- 
priestess  and  arbitress  of  fashion,  she  set  her  wits 
to  work  and  invented  the  Capriole,  which  mysterious 
and  ingenious  effort  of  a  nimble  brain  had  swung 
in  its  box  under  the  royal  carriage  all  the  way  from 
London,  and  had  caused  its  owner  no  little  anxiety 
each  time  the  vehicle  upset,  which  for  a  wonder  was 
only  thrice. 
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And  now  that  her  future  was  apparently  secure — 
now  that  all  dreads  and  tremors  concerning  that 
little  mistake  were  set  at  rest  for  ever  (for  who  in 
the  time  to  come  might  stir  those  crumbling  bones  ?) 
now  that  she  could  freely  announce  herself  without 
arriere-jiense'e  as  her  Grace  the  Duchess  of  Tewkes- 
bury in  prospective,  she  donned  for  the  first  time 
with  glee  her  Capriole,  and  displayed  it  in  triumph 
to  the  ravished  beholders.  They  saw  and  admitted 
the  invention  to  be  sublime,  and  quite  agreed  that 
none  could  be  so  fit  as  she  who  designed  it  to  become 
premiere  duchesse  of  the  realm. 

Do  not  laugh,  dear  grandchildren,  and  consider 
me  frivolous  for  laying  so  much  stress  upon  the 
Capriole.  It  was  all  very  well  for  Mr.  Pitt  to  wear 
himself  to  fiddle-strings  about  Canada,  country  of 
waterworks,  and  for  the  royal  party  to  give  way  to 
heart-burnings  about  Lady  Sarah.  Since  the  days 
of  Magna  Charta  Britain  hath  been  a  free  country ; 
and  men  may  occupy  their  minds  with  what  they 
please.  That  which  interests  the  mass  must  needs  be 
most  important,  and  there  were  a  great  many  more 
people  in  the  Assembly-rooms  on  this  particular 
evening"  who  were  engrossed  with  the  new  head- 
dress than  cared  two  pins  for  Wolfe  and  his  expe- 
dition. For  an  instant  or  two  they  might  become 
excited  for  Mr.  Pitt's  sake,  but  Lady  Grizel  and  her 
Capriole,  and  its  bewitching  conceits,  were  much 
more  on  a  level  with  their  intellects. 
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Now  I  know  that  you  too  are  panting  to  hear  what 
it  was.  You  do  not  care  either  for  Mr.  Pitt's  grand 
schemes.     Patience,  and  I  will  tell  you. 

The  hair  of  our  heroine  was  as  usual  smooth  and 
white  like  an  iceberg  or  a  lump  of  sugar,  and 
behold  !  down  one  side  of  the  snowy  expanse  rushed 
a  stage-coach  in  miniature  behind  six  greys — en- 
trancing spectacle — for  all  the  world  like  a  chaise 
tumbling  downhill  into  Bath  in  winter !  The 
carriage  was  constructed  of  plaited  gold  threads, 
and  was  drawn  by  six  dapples  in  blown  glass,  with 
a  postilion,  and  coachman,  and  gentleman  slumber- 
ing within,  all  of  the  like  brittle  manufacture.  A 
delicious  conceit  indeed  !  one  which  commanded  its 
due  tribute  of  applause. 

Lady  Grizel,  who  felt  mischievous  now  that  a  load 
was  taken  from  her  breast,  was  much  tickled  at  her 
success. 

"  The  Great  Commoner  may  look  on  himself  as 
actual  King  of  England,  perhaps,"  she  said  de- 
murely. "  I  am  Empress  of  Lilliput,  and  this  is  my 
state-chariot.  Yerily  poor,  penniless,  I  carry  all 
my  equipage  upon  my  head." 

"  Your  wit  and  beauty  go  hand  in  hand,"  leered 
Colonel  Wilkes  as  he  led  her  out  for  a  minuet. 
11  Why  !  you  have  been  delivered  of  a  new  method 
of  advertisement.  Think  how  pleasantly  a  silent 
courtship  might  be  carried  on  by  means  of  this 
same  ornament,  what  mistakes  might'  be  avoided, 
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what  trouble  saved  !  If  a  lady  pretend  to  a  high 
match,  how  might  she  make  this  evident  more  grace- 
fully than  by  placing  six  bright  bays  to  prance  on  her 
head  with  an  earl's  coronet  upon  the  coach-panel  ?  Or 
if  true  love  and  a  plain  cit  were  deemed  sufficient, 
might  she  not  pin  to  her  hair  a  one-horse  chaise  occu- 
pied by  a  close  couple  ?  Or  if  as  you,  Lady  Grizel, 
once  seemed  to  threaten,  she  rashly  vowed  perpetual 
virginity — why,  she  might  erect  on  her  noddle  a 
formal  female  alone  in  a  sulky,  pleased  with  the  sole 
direction  of  the  reins ;  and  none  would  approach 
within  a  mile  of  her." 

Lady  Grizel  moved  her  minuet  with  even  more 
than  her  accustomed  dignity;  the  sapphire  of  her 
eye  seemed  of  a  deeper  water ;  she  glanced  now  and 
again  at  Stone  with  an  amused  smile,  who  returned 
her  look  with  one.  of  undisguised  anxiety.  Prince 
George  was  parading  the  rooms  with  Lady  Sarah 
on  his  arm.  From  Stone's  point  of  view  so  far  so 
good,  for  the  boy's  mamma  was  talking  nervously 
to  Mr.  Pitt,  observing  with  dismay  the  temerity  of 
her  fledgling.  That  he  should  dare  to  make  much 
of  the  damsel  under  his  mother's  nose  augured  well 
for  the  tutor's  project  of  rebellion,  so  (seeing  that 
his  Highness  was  about  to  leave  his  love  for  a 
moment)  he  hurried  up  with  a  mighty  display  of 
tusks  to  whisper  a  word  of  timely  encouragement. 
But  Prince  George  avoided  him  and  claimed  my 
Lady  Grizel' s  hand  for  a  turn  of  Passe-pied.     Yes. 
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He  was  determined  to  open  his  heart  to  the  saucy 
beauty  as  soon  as  might  be,  to  crave  her  advice,  to 
demand  her  encouragement.  He  had  misgivings 
that  he  was  not  behaving  well,  and  felt  that  Stone's 
counsel  might  not  be  of  the  most  trustworthy. 
Surely  it  would  be  otherwise  with  Lady  Grizel  who 
had  dandled  him  upon  her  knee.  Was  she  not 
beautiful,  therefore  innately  good,  if  wild  ? 

Flushed  with  recent  victory  in  a  private  desperate 
tussle  with  cloak  and  dagger,  my  Lady  Grizel  was 
scarcely  in  a  mood  to  play  the  faithful  nurse. 
Tapping  the  young  man  on  his  smooth  cheek  she 
said  with  a  loud  laugh,  "  No,  mon  prince.  I  pro- 
test I  dare  not  dance  with  you.  I  am  a  timid 
creature  and  afraid.  Ces  yeux  bleu-clairs  sont  per- 
fides  cow/me  la  mer !  The  Duke  might  be  jealous 
and  would  eat  me  up." 

"  Grizel,  don't  banter/'  implored  the  young  man 
earnestly.  "  Your  eyes  are  of  a  deeper  blue  than 
mine,  and  yet  I  do  not  think  you  false." 

"  Who  said  I  was  not  ?"  returned  the  lady 
sharply.  "  I  am  a  wicked,  wicked  old  hag,  who 
rides  over  the  moon  on  a  broomstick." 

fl  I  want  to  speak  with  you  alone,"  went  on  the 
Prince  in  a  low  voice,  ' '  about  something  —  well, 
about  something,"  he  stammered,  as  red  as  a  peony, 
u  which  concerns  my  life." 

"  del /"  cried  the  maid  of  honour,  "  he  has  eaten 
too  many  comfits." 
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"  If  you  laugh  at  me  I  will  ask  you  nothing," 
retorted  the  lad  gravely,  "  but  I  thought  that  as  an 
old  friend  of  my  childhood  you  might  care  a  little 
for  me." 

Stone  was  scowling  with  undisguised  malevolence, 
for  his  Highness  had  avoided  him  and  was  communing 
with  the  enemy.  Mr.  Fox  sat  in  a  corner  with  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground,  apparently  absorbed  in  the 
gabble  of  the  buccaneer  Bishop,  and  yet  the  maid  of 
honour  knew  that  he  was  watching  her.  Lady 
Sarah  was  nervously  bandying  jests  with  Colonel 
Wilkes  as  if  there  were  no  Prince  of  Wales  in 
Christendom.  The  Princess  Dowager,  while  she 
strove  to  ingratiate  herself  with  Mr.  Pitt,  was  fol- 
lowing the  couple  with  lynx-like  attention.  Lady 
Grizel  took  in  the  situation  with  a  sense  of  joy,  for 
she  felt  that  fortune  was  playing  into  her  hands. 
Stone  had  been  defeated  in  the  afternoon ;  he  should 
be  crushed  in  the  evening ;  those  tusks  of  his  boded 
her  no  good.  It  would  be  best  to  sweep  away  the 
vermin. 

"  Old  Mend  I  of  course  I  am,  a  hundred  years 
old,"  said  she  carelessly.  "  We  will  stroll  in  the 
air,  and  you  shall  tell  me  what  you  please." 

Up  and  down  the  terrace  which  overhung  the 
winding  Avon  they  paced  together,  and  under 
shelter  of  the  obscurity  the  boy  with  burning 
face  unloaded  the  burthen  of  his  hopes,  and  fears, 
and  cares,  and  artless  love  to  the  wise  woman  who 


22  LADY  GRIZEL 


had  dandled  hiru  on  her  knee.  She  listened  to  the 
recital  with  eyes  blurred  by  tears,  for  this  simple 
heart  reminded  her  of  what  her  own  had  been  ere  it 
was  seared  and  cicatrised  awry  by  wrong.  And 
with  the  tears  came  a  fierce  self-loathing-  which 
raised  in  her  breast  a  wild  gush  of  hate  against  the 
boy,  which  in  its  turn  gave  way  to  pity,  and  a  sense 
of  indignation  at  the  world's  injustice.  Are  we  all 
of  us  created  merely  to  howl  upon  the  rack  ?  she 
thought.  She  as  a  harmless  girl  had  passed  through 
the  bitter  valley ;  the  moment  was  come  for  this  boy 
to  do  the  same.  She  pitied  him,  for  she  knew 
that  these  tender  shoots  of  a  budding  heart  must 
be  ruthlessly  torn,  that  the  delicate  tendrils  must 
be  cruelly  plucked  up,  that  the  pruning-knife  must 
hew  and  slash — with  what  result  ? 

His  mouth  once  opened,  the  boy  droned  on,  and 
by  degrees  her  feminine  pity  was  changed  into  ex- 
asperation at  his  sententiousness.  The  slow  and 
unbrilliant  youth  prated  like  a  grandame  about  duty, 
fidelity,  and  such  like  big  virtues.  Who  may  say 
that  he  can  be  faithful  till  he  hath  been  tried  ? 
Lady  Grizel's  instinct  told  her  hers  had  been  a  finer- 
wrought  nature  than  was  his ;  that  it  had  shivered 
in  the  shock  the  more  completely  by  reason  of  its 
high  tempering ;  and  here  was  this  preaching  child 
who  seemed  to  infer  that  he  would  .stand  where  she 
had  fallen.  Was  it  not  fair,  then,  that  he  should  be 
put  to  the  test  ?     The  maid  of  honour,  who  at  first 
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listened  with  sympathy  while  she  seemed  to  be 
looking  on  the  glimmering  ghost  of  her  long-buried 
better  self,  grew  spiteful  as  the  confession  proceeded, 
and  began  to  consider  coldly  how  this  prattle  might 
best  be  turned  to  account. 

It  was  clear  that  she  must  stand  by  her  colours 
and  help  her  mistress  the  Princess  Dowager  by 
every  means  in  her  power.  The  boy's  confession 
told  her  that  danger  to  his  mother's  influence  was 
really  imminent,  that  all  this  infantine  soul-tossing 
was  the  result  of  Stone's  insidious  manoeuvres,  and 
she  knew,  too,  that  the  mere  fact  of  doubting  what  to 
do  was  in  itself  ominous.  The  woman  who  hesitates 
is  lost — so  is  the  man.  It  would  not  do  for  the 
Prince  to  hesitate.  In  her  mind's  eye  Lady  Grizel 
saw  the  possible  upsetting  of  the  Leicester  House 
faction,  the  shelving  of  her  mistress,  the  triumph  of 
Stone  (therefore  that  of  Fox  and  Newcastle),  the 
consequent  ruin  of  Pitt,  whom  she  revered.  And 
fate  had  placed  all  these  skeins  in  her  woman's 
hand  to  tangle  or  unravel.  There  was  no  doubt  as 
to  her  own  line  of  action.  She  must  betray  the 
boy;  and  he  must  be  placed  upon  the  rack.  Her  own 
bones  had  been  wrenched,  why  should  not  his  be 
also  ? 

My  Lady  Grizel  rustled  swiftly  to  and  fro  over 
the  lawn  with  the  tall  lad  beside  her,  who- looked 
like  a  young  Endymion,  while  she,  in  her  silver 
tissue,  was  the  fairest  image  possible  of  Dian  with  a 
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coacli   and    six    upon    her    head.       Presently    she 
stopped  and  laid  her  strong  hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  George/'  she  said,  "  I  call  you  George  in  private 
(though  some  day  I  shall  have  to  kneel  and  salaam 
to  your  honour)  because  I  have  seen  you  dancing, 
aged  two,  in  your  bath,  with  nothing  on,  and  a 
vastly  pretty  little  pink  spectacle  you  were.     Even 
then  I  was  prophetically  sorry  for  you,  for  of  all  try- 
ing posts  the  worst  for  a  Briton  is  that  of  Prince  of 
Wales.     You  are  beginning  to  find  that  out  already, 
Everybody  will  expect  impossibilities  of  you,   and 
none  will  be  content.     When  you  make  a  slip  (and 
what  mortal  doth  not  ?)  there  will  be  a  hue  and  cry 
among  the  virtuous  in  their  own  conceit,  as  though 
you  had  ordered  a  massacre  of  all  the  innocents  in 
Seven  Dials.     Lies  concerning  you  will  be  sown 
broadcast.   You  may  never  reply  or  explain,  because 
it  will  be  below  your  dignity  to  sweep  cobwebs  from 
fatuous  people's  brains.  All  the  ' pious'  will  be  down 
upon  you,  and  you  will  learn  some  day  in  terror 
what  an  awful  amount  of  folly,  vanity,  self-sufficiency, 
ignorance,    narrow  -  mindedness,    uncharitableness 
goes   to   the    making   of    the    self-styled   '  pious.' 
Lay  Hamlet's  words  to  yourself,  '  Be  you  as  pure  as 
ice,  you  may  never  escape  calumny.'      More  than 
that.     You  may  never   even  defend  yourself ;  and 
the  '  good'  people,  of  whom  there  are  many  in  Eng- 
land, are  always  ready  to  believe  evil  concerning 
their  neighbours.     They  absolutely  glory  and  gloat 
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over  a  recapitulation  of  one  another's  backslidings. 
Ah  me  !  what  a  world  it  is  !  I  protest  that  the 
wicked  are  much  better  people  than  the  good,  and 
more  likely  to  go  to  heaven,  if  such  a  place  exists  \" 

Prince  George  gazed  in  bewilderment  at  his 
beautiful  companion,  who  looked  like  a  figure  of 
molten  silver ;  and  began  to  have  misgivings  as  to 
whether  he  had  been  wise  in  speaking  frankly  about 
his  Sarah  to  one  who  for  the  first  time  was  exposing 
to  him  her  soul's  bitterness. 

She  swept  up  and  down  like  some  caged  animal, 
cutting  her  sentences  with  jarring  laughter. 

"  Oh,  the  world  !  the  world  !"  she  cried.  "  How 
egregiously  droll  is  the  behaviour  of  Master  Flea  to 
Master  Beetle  !  Beetle  hath  clicking  wing-cases  of 
glittering  green,  which  he  well  knoweth  how  to 
polish  for  his  wantoning  amongst  the  flower-bloom. 
With  how  lovely  a  sparkle  do  they  shimmer  in  the 
sunlight.  But  Flea  must  needs  bawl  out  advice. 
'  Hi  !  dear  Beetle/  he  pants,  '  my  legs  are  furry  and 
liable  to  dust.  See  how  I  rub  and  groom  my  legs. 
You  groom  your  wing-cases  as  I  my  legs,  and  I 
swear  you  will  be  the  prettier.'  But  Beetle  knoweth 
as  little  about  grooming  fur  as  Flea  doth  about 
polishing  a  wing-case,  and  flitteth  away  without 
heeding  t'other' s  babble.  Nay;  do  not  look  so 
frightened,  child,  at  my  humble  parable.  It  is 
wonderful,  though,  to  remark  how  gaily  the  small  fry 
teach   their  business  to  their   betters — pretending 
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that  they  can  preach  by  intuition  on  subjects  which 
have  taken  the  less-favoured  years  upon  years  of 
study  !  Well,  well,  George,  there  is  one  virtue,  the 
absence  of  which  makes  much  of  our  golden  youth 
miserable.  A  virtue  which  is  vouchsafed  to  us  as 
our  sun  nears  its  setting — patience  !  In  after  years 
we  look  back  upon  our  youth,  marvelling  that  we 
should  have  been  so  exercised  by  trifles.  Well, 
well.  Is  not  this  but  justice  ?  Is  not  this  given  as 
a  calm  equivalent  for  the  delicious  enthusiasm  which 
is  dead  ?  Boy  Vs  the  speaker  said,  turning  abruptly 
upon  her  companion  and  looking  straight  into  his 
eyes.  u  You  are  but  a  baby  who  ape  the  trappings 
of  a  man.  You  pule  after  a  pretty  minx  whose 
ambition  covets  a  throne,  despite  the  pins  and  needles 
in  its  velvet.  Take  the  advice  of  a  woman  of  the 
world,  and  be  not  shocked  by  it.  Make  the  girl 
your  mistress  if  you  want  her.  A  Prince  of  Wales 
can  do  anything  of  that  sort.  Or,  better  still,  give 
her  up,  for  she  is  a  duke's  daughter,  and  the 
' pious'  would  be  glad  of  such  a  handle.  I  am 
your  mother's  intimate  ally,  and  might,  if  I  liked, 
use  my  influence  with  her  as  you  proposed.  But  by 
so  doing  I  should  be  acting  against  her  interests. 
She  will  move  heaven  and  earth  to  prevent  your 
doing  that  which  would  clip  her  wings,  and  I  shall 
help  her  to  the  utmost.  I  shall  report  verbatim 
your  confessions  to  me.  The  King  shall  know  that 
his  heir  dreams  of  placing  a  subject  on  the  throne 
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whilom  occupied  by  Caroline,  who  was  a  real  live 
margravine  with  a  thousand  quartering^  at  least. 
Oh,  heavens  !  what  desecration  I"  scoffed  Lady 
Grizel.  "  The  Lady  Sarah  Lennox,  offspring  of  a 
mere  English  Duke  of  Richmond  !  Fie  !  Make  her 
your  mistress  or  give  her  up.  Don't  look  so  savage. 
A  Prince  of  Wales  cannot  have  the  moon,  you  know. 
I  shall  repeat  all  to  your  dear  anxious  mamma  and 
Mr.  Pitt,  and  she  will  cry  her  eyes  out,  as  mammas 
generally  have  just  cause  to  do.  Take  the  worldly- 
wise  advice  of  the  old  hag  and  learn  patience. 
Enfant  I  va  !" 

Diana  of  the  unchaste  tongue  left  appalled 
Endymion  standing  like  a  stock.  What  a  disillusion 
for  a  budding  soul  !  Then  that  which  was  beautiful 
was  not  necessarily  good.  Never  mind  what  it 
might  have  been  but  for  a  warping  decree  of  Fate. 
And  what  a  gross,  horrid  insult  to  pure  Sarah — a 
mistress  !  The  well-meaning  boy's  skin  tingled  all 
over  with  shame,  while  his  face  turned  crimson  with 
indignation.     Hapless,  friendless  Prince  of  Wales ! 

Lady  Grizel  marched  into  the  inner  cabinet, 
where  the  Princess  was  purring  over  Mr.  Pitt. 
Stone  could  be  seen  through  the  open  door  walking 
uneasily  a  minuet.  Fox  and  the  Bishop  occupied 
their  corner  of  the  outer  room,  whence  they  could 
only  catch  an  indistinct  murmur  of  conversation 
without  the  meaning  of  words. 

But  Lady  Grizel  had  rapidly  revolved  her  plans. 
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It  was  imperatively  needful  to  crush  this  growing 
cabal  of  Stone's,  and  with  it  its  inventor.  Stone 
muzzled,  the  turtledoves  would  be  deprived  of  their 
chief  helper ;  so  she  drew  a  cherished  trump  from 
her  pocket  and  flung  it  down — a  trump  which  she 
had  long  kept  by  her  for  use  in  an  emergency. 

Even  the  unsuperstitious  will  probably  allow  that 
there  exists  something  very  like  presentiment.  A 
thunderous  air-current  seems  to  weigh  us  down  with 
a  sense  of  impending  blight  which  we  fail  to  com- 
prehend till  a  sudden  misfortune  falls  on  us  whose 
advent  we  suspected  vaguely.  All  the  evening  the 
ex-tutor  had  been  reflecting  over  Wilkes's  speech 
about  the  cats,  and  when  at  last  the  musical  accents 
of  his  enemy  struck  his  ear  (for  she  purposely  spoke 
loudly  and  clear),  he  ceased  dancing  involuntarily 
and  listened. 

"Madam,"  the  maid  of  honour  was  saying  in 
bell-like  tones  which  penetrated  through  the  rooms, 
u  pardon  me  if  I  interrupt  a  tete-a-tete,  but  I  have 
that  to  tell,  poor  mother,  whose  importance  brooks 
no  delay.  Prince  George  of  Wales  hath  just  an- 
nounced to  me  as  a  friend  of  his  childhood  that  the 
Lady  Sarah  Lennox  is  to  share  his  bed.  He  is 
determined  on  this  move,  however  disastrous  it  may 
be  to  his  country  and  to  you,  and  craved  my  humble 
help.  But  my  first  duty  is  to  my  royal  mistress.  I 
have  done  my  duty  and  will  retire  V 

With  mock  humility  the  spoilt  beauty  bent  to  kiss 
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the  Princess's  robe  and  made  a  feint  of  departing, 
but  my  Lord  Bute  caught  her  by  her  skirt  and  Mr. 
Pitt  looked  up  with  interest. 

"  The  pad  poy  \"  whimpered  the  Princess  \  "  what 
may  I  do  V 

"  Stop  his  nonsense/'  returned  Lady  Grizel 
bluntly. 

"  How  difficult.  His  Majesty  heeds  my  brayers 
no  more  dan  de  drees  'e  walks  by.  It  is  dat 
horrible  Stone — le  monstre !  De  shildren  will  do 
something  rash.     Monsieur  Bidd,  what  may  we  do  V* 

My  Lord  Bute  protruded  a  neat  leg,  raised  his 
eyebrows,  cleared  his  throat,  and  ponderously  struck 
the  flint  of  his  brain  in  hopes  of  an  answering  spark, 
but  Lady  Grizel  spoke  again. 

"  What  a  storm  in  a  tea-cup  \"  she  said,  tossing 
her  chin.  u  Let  your  acts  be  swift  and  sure.  You 
potter  like  ancient  wives  !  Buy  Mr.  Fox.  Detach 
him  from  their  side,  or  at  least  make  him  neutral. 
A  peerage  and  a  pension  will  do  that.  As  for  Mr* 
Stone,  it  hath  ever  been  to  me  a  marvel  that  so 
dangerous  and  crafty  a  counsellor  should  have  been 
allowed  to  approach  his  Highness." 

(C  Dangerous  and  crafty  ?  what  do  you  mean  V* 
demanded  Bute,  who  perceived  that  the  maid  of 
honour  needed  backing  up. 

"  Aye,  dangerous  and  crafty  \"  repeated  the 
Amazon.  "  Things  go  on  under  our  very  gaze  and 
we  do  not  see  them.      He  is  a  notorious  Jacobite,  a 
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teacher  of  arbitrary  measures,  a  stirrer  of  family- 
feuds,  whose  belief  in  the  mysteries  of  our  faith  is 
more  than  doubtful/' 

Lady  Grizel  for  the  nonce  was  ranging  herself 
amongst  the  "  pious. " 

"  A  Jacobite  \"  said  Mr.  Pitt  with  lowering  brow. 
11  Take  care.  You  bring  grave  charges  against  a 
tutor  to  a  Prince  of  Wales  \" 

"  Which  I  can  support,  if  you  care  to  trouble  ;  you 
who  have  acquiesced  in  condonation  during  so  many 
years,"  retorted  the  maid  of  honour.  "  What,  you 
knew  naught  of  it  ?  Impossible.  For  the  sake  of 
my  dear  Princess  it  ever  grieved  me  to  see  into  what 
hands  her  son  had  fallen.  I  would  not  for  the 
universe  seem  to  blame  his  sacred  Majesty.  Yet 
you  cannot  but  know  that  this  ex- tutor,  who  feels  his 
influence  slip  from  him,  stirs  a  mere  baby  to  revolt 
against  his  mother ;  to  beard  the  King  himself.  I 
can  refrain  no  more.  If  I  did  so  I  should  be  as 
culpable  as  others.  I  denounce  to  you,  Mr.  Pitt,  as 
keeper  of  England's  honour,  that  wolf  in  sheep's 
clothing,  who  stands  there/' 

After  a  lapse  of  time  the  charge  seems  trivial, 
oh  my  grandchildren  !  but  at  the  moment  it  was 
full  of  bloody  portent ;  and  shrewd  Lady  Grizel 
knew  that  her  pet  trump  would  secure  the  game. 
Therefore  she  spoke  before  all  Bath,  as  though 
carried  away  into  imprudence  by  excess  of  zeal. 

"  Such  a  charge  may  not  be  overlooked  or  stifled," 


FOLLOWS  UP  HER  ADVANTAGE.  31 

the  minister  remarked  gravely.  cc  Mr,  Stone  must 
answer  this.  A  Jacobite  !  The  Prince  of  Wales's 
governor  !     What  evidence  have  you  V3 

"  Three  gentlemen  in  this  very  room  can  vouch 
for  what  I  say.  His  Grace  the  Bishop  there,  he 
•was  present.  So  were  Mr.  Nash  and  Colonel 
Wilkes.  Ask  the  Bishop  if  he  doth  not  remember 
seeing  the  hypocrite  dare  to  drink  in  public  to  the 
Chevalier  ?  At  a  time,  too,  when  he  was  absolutely 
training  the  mind  of  his  young  Highness." 

The  mulberry-colour  faded  out  of  the  Bishop's 
ruddy  cheeks,  and  he  wished  himself  in  the  bowels 
of  the  earth,  as  many  weak  persons  do,  who,  goaded 
by  misery,  forget  what  an  unpleasing  place  of 
sojourn  those  intestinal  canals  would  be.  He 
remembered  only  too  well  the  time,  when,  in  a 
moment  of  provocation,  his  coadjutor  had  been 
guilty  of  this  foolish  escapade.  It  was  of  course 
only  a  bad  joke,  but  the  charge  was  really  a  vex- 
atious one,  time  and  circumstances  considered. 
Lord  Lovat  had  but  just  lost  his  head  for  fighting 
under  Charles  Edward's  flag  ;  a  panic  had  struck  to 
England's  centre  at  the  advance  of  the  rebels  as  far 
as  Derby.  The  Victor  of  Culloden  had  been 
worshipped  as  the  saviour  of  his  country.  It  was  a 
mad  moment  to  have  dallied  even  in  jest  with 
Jacobitism. 

Stone,  as  he  drank  in  my  Lady  Grizel's  words, 
realised  the  gulf  which  was  yawming  at  his  feet — 
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the  Parthian  shaft  which,  with  unfeminine  calculation, 
she  had  held  poised  for  years.  The  late  Prince 
Frederick  was  not  wrong  when  he  said  that  doughty 
Grizel  ought  to  have  been  a  man.  Stone  felt  as 
much  and  cursed  her. 

The  Princess  stared  in  amaze  at  her  maid  of 
honour  —  at  this  commander-in-chief  who  could 
sweep  away  her  foes  like  gnats.  If  this  were  true 
the  King  would  be  forced,  for  consistency's  sake,  to 
make  an  example  of  the  culprit ;  for  though  Charles 
Edward  was  by  this  time  hopelessly  sodden  by 
debauch,  it  would  never  do  to  let  a  scandal  pass 
unnoticed  which  was  so  publicly  set  afoot.  Here 
was  such  a  method  of  clearing  aside  a  stumbling- 
block  as  she  had  never  dared  to  hope  for.  Fox 
bought,  and  Stone  annihilated,  the  young  people 
could  surely  be  coerced  with  ease.  Lady  Grizel 
was  a  dear,  delightful,  useful  creature,  a  mistress 
of  expedients.  The  Princess  clasped  her  to  her 
shrivelled  bosom,  vowing  that,  come  what  might, 
she  never  could  repay  so  timely  a  benefit,  and 
cynical  Lady  Grizel  wondered  as  she  returned  the 
embrace  whether  a  day  would  ever  come  when  she 
would  herself  need  assistance,  and  whether  this 
royal  gratitude  might  prove  short-lived  ! 

The  Bishop  reluctantly  admitted  that  the  lady 
spoke  truth.  Ruefully  he  tried  to  palliate  the 
escapade,  for  all  along  he  had  trusted  much  to 
Stone's  influence  with  his  charge  to  procure  him 
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some  day  the  archbishopric  and  Lambeth,  and  it 
was  a  ghastly  sight  to  see  these  roseate  visions  fade. 
And  now  he  was  obliged,  by  this  meddling  woman, 
to  bear  witness  against  his  friend,  thereby  suicidally 
nipping  his  own  hopes  of  preferment.  Beau  Nash 
too  remembered  the  fact ;  and  so  did  Wilkes,  though 
the  latter  did  his  best  to  laugh  the  charge  away  by 
observing  that  the  health  was  drunk  only  in  Bath 
water.  But  Mr.  Pitt  silenced  him,  sternly  remark- 
ing that  the  education  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  was 
an  object  of  such  importance  to  the  nation  that  it 
should  only  have  been  entrusted  to  persons  of  the 
most  unblemished  honour  and  unsuspected  principles. 
Turning  to  the  unhappy  Bishop  who  cowered  under 
his  eye,  he  said  that  his  long  silence  subjected  him 
too  to  censure.  Dancing  had  stopped.  Ladies  of 
quality  and  country  squires  stood  open-mouthed  at 
this  very  public  display  of  dirty  linen.  Lady  Grizel 
enjoyed  the  scene  amazingly,  for  as  usual  she  was  mis- 
tress of  the  situation.  Stone  stood  before  awful  Mr. 
Pitt  like  a  culprit  in  the  dock,  and  heard  with  dismay 
that  he  must  consider  himself  under  arrest  until  this 
matter  should  be  laid  before  the  King  and  sifted. 
How  wisely  had  Wilkes  warned  him  to  beware  of 
female  claws  !  Verily  his  conceit  had  led  him  into 
2b  sad  strait,  and  he  was  no  match  for  an  artful 
woman.  Lord  Bute  cleared  his  throat  and  blew 
himself  out.  He  stood  in  the  background  and  was 
nobody,  and  hated  Mr.  Pitt.  Presently  Prince 
vol.  11.  23 
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George  appeared  with.  Lady  Sarah  on  his  arm. 
He  was  very  red,  while  she  was  pale. 

u  Madam/'  he  said  to  his  mother  with  a  stiff  little 
bow,  "I  am  forced  to  admit  what  I  intended  to 
have  kept  secret  for  a  while.  I  love  Lady  Sarah, 
she  and  no  other  shall  be  my  wife.  Harry  the 
Fourth  made  a  good  choice  in  Elizabeth  Woodville, 
his  subject's  daughter.  I  have  chosen  Lady  Sarah, 
and  am  your  humble  servant/' 

The  Princess  was  dumbfounded.  Here  was  her 
fledgling,  but  just  escaped  from  the  nest,  daring  to 
flap  his  new  wings  in  her  face  !  The  crushing  of 
his  tutor  was  come  none  too  soon.  Why  had  the 
maid  of  honour  so  long  held  her  peace  ? 

"  Lady  Grizel,"  pursued  the  lad  with  a  tremor 
in  his  voice,  "  I  trusted  you  and  sought  your  help, 
and  you  betrayed  me.  Should  the  day  ever  come 
when  you  need  succour  from  me,  you  will  find  that 
I  have  a  good  memory." 

' l  Enfant !"  retorted  Lady  Grizel  gaily,  tapping 
his  cheek  with  her  fan,  "  little  birds  should  go  to 
roost  betimes.  I  vow  Mr.  Nash  has  forgotten  the 
hour.  His  Highness's  head  should  have  been 
under  his  wing  long  since.  Mr.  Pitt's  chair !  He 
looks  woundily  weary." 

Taking  the  hint,  the  country  squires  were  moving 
off  in  search  of  calashes  and  cloaks  and  cardinals, 
when  an  approaching  hum  and  patter  of  feet  held 
them  rooted  to  their  place.     Presently  loud  hurrahs 
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echoed  along  the  North  Parade,  with  a  clatter  of 
galloping  hoofs.  A  horseman,  scattering  the  groups 
of  attendant  chairmen,  pulled  up  at  the  door  of  the 
Assembly-rooms,  and  despite  his  dusty  state  elbowed 
a  way  through  the  crowd  of  lords  and  ladies  to 
where  Mr.  Pitt  was  standing  leaning  on  his 
crutches. 

"  Despatches,  sir,  from  town,"  he  panted.  "  Quebec 
hath  fallen  \» 

"  Then  France  is  humbled  \"  cried  the  minister 
exultingly.  "  Her  arrogance  is  punished,  for  North 
America  is  ours  !  The  God  of  battles  hath  been 
good  to  us." 

He  seized  the  papers  with  trembling  hands — the 
papers  for  which  he  had  waited  with  such  corroding 
anxiety.  But  as  he  read,  his  lips  paled  and  tears 
gathered  in  his  eyes. 

"  Alas,  my  friends,"  he  said,  "  glorious  indeed  is 
the  close  of  the  scene  in  Canada,  yet  at  how  awful  a 
price  are  we  victorious !  The  young  hero  who 
gained  the  day  for  us  is  slain.  Yet  who  dares 
say  that  the  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave  ? 
Generations  yet  unborn  shall  pour  blessings  on  his 
head.  At  thirty- three  the  name  of  Wolfe  hath 
become  immortal  \" 

A  murmur  of  sympathy  was  the  reply  to  his 
short  address.  People,  regardless  of  sex  or  con- 
dition, crowded  round  the  minister,  too  anxious  to 
speak  or  shout. 

23—2 
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"  This  is  the  greatest  stroke  ever  inflicted  on  the 
French  by  British  arms,"  cried  Mr.  Pitt. 

"The  greatest  effort  of  administrative  genius/' 
cried  Wilkes.  "Thanks  to  one  mighty  brain, 
England  hath  risen  from  her  lowliness  to  the  zenith 
of  earthly  grandeur.  May  his  Majesty  not  forget 
who  wrought  the  change  !" 

"The  King  is  just/'  murmured  Mr.  Pitt.  "When 
my  reluctant  steps  take  me  to  Kensington  to  mix 
me  with  the  dust  of  his  antechamber,  he  deigns  to 
smile  on  me.  f  Win  my  confidence/  he  said  once, 
'and  you  shall  have  it/  Already  he  begins  to 
waver  in  his  hatred  of  me/' 

The  Prince  of  Wales  forgot  his  private  troubles 
as  the  great  Commoner  rapidly  read  aloud  fragments 
of  the  despatch,  and  his  young  heart  glowed  with 
thankfulness  in  that  such  laurels  should  crown  his 
native  land.  For  this  lad,  unlike  his  grandfather, 
was  an  Englishman  born  and  bred.  With  one  arm 
round  Lady  Sarah,  with  straining  eyes  and  bated 
breath,  he  listened  to  the  glorious  account  of  the 
taking  of  Quebec — to  the  stirring  relation  of  how 
the  devoted  little  band  shot  swiftly  across  the  St. 
Lawrence  in  the  dead  of  night  and  pulled  themselves 
by  bushes  and  roots  of  trees  up  precipitous  banks, 
with  teeth  and  nails,  where  flies  were  hard  put  to  it 
to  find  a  footing.  Of  how  gallantly  they  stormed 
the  Heights  of  Abraham,  till  the  French  fled  away 
declaring  that  these  were  demons  and  not  English- 
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men.  Of  how  bravely  the  rival  forces  fought  next 
day  upon  the  heights,  led  by  heroic  "Wolfe  and  his 
worthy  antagonist,  the  Marquis  of  Montcalm.  Of 
how  Wolfe,  twice  wounded,  dissembled  his  anguish 
and  cheered  on  his  men  till  a  third  bullet  set  his 
noble  soul  free — of  how  Montcalm  also  fell,  present- 
ing to  the  world  the  gTand  spectacle  of  two  generous 
foes  sent  heavenward,  hand  in  hand,  locked  together 
in  the  arms  of  Death.  It  was  intoxicating  to  hear 
that  musical  voice  tell  of  all  this  bravery,  of  all  this 
lavish  outpouring  of  the  best  part  of  human  nature 
— immolation  of  self.  The  raddled  court  ladies 
clung  to  the  country  squires,  who  so  far  forgot 
themselves  as  to  wish  for  an  instant  that  they  had 
been  present  at  the  fight.  Prince  George  trembled 
like  a  leaf ;  Lady  Sarah  upheld  him  till  he  rallied. 

u  It  is  nothing,"  he  muttered  faintly.  "  If  God 
ever  calls  me  to  reign  over  this  land,  may  I  be 
made  worthy  of  the  heroes  whose  blood  sanctifies 
the  soil  \" 

Mr.  Pitt  overheard  the  prayer  and  glanced  with 
meaning  at  hiin,  while  Prince  George  blushed 
sheepishly  and  withdrew  his  arm  from  Lady  Sarah. 

Alas !  The  black  list  was  a  long  one.  The 
regiment  of  Lord  Bellasis  had  been  drawn  out  en 
potence,  with  two  faces  to  the  enemy,  and  had 
suffered  terribly.  The  young  lord's  life,  which 
began  so  badly  amid  rouge-pots  and  playing-cards, 
ended  well,  for  he  died  at  the  extreme  front  of  his 
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men,  with  his  head  forward  and  a  bullet  through 
his  breast,  as  a  soldier  ought  to  die.  Many  of  his 
officers  lay  near  him.  Lady  Gladys,  usually  so 
still,  startled  Mr.  Pitt  in  his  reading,  for  with  a 
piercing  shriek  she  fainted.  Lady  Grizel  looked 
down  at  her  with  a  scornful  lip-curl. 

"  And  what  of  his  brother  Jack  V  she  asked  in 
a  steady  voice. 

"  No  mention  of  him,"  replied  Mr.  Pitt.  "  There- 
fore he  has  been  spared.  Stay — here  is  news  of 
your  own  brother,  Lady  Grizel,  who  has  distinguished 
himself  greatly  and  is  safe.     I  congratulate  you." 

As  Mr.  Pitt  folded  his  papers,  such  a  shout  rent 
the  air  and  shook  the  rafters  as  probably  for  the 
first  time  disturbed  the  propriety  of  the  old 
Assembly-rooms. 

"  All  this  is  due  to  Mr.  Pitt  V  cried  out  Colonel 
Wilkes,  who,  in  his  enthusiasm,  dropped  his  mask 
of  cynicism.  "  He  stands  amongst  us  —  this 
great  man — whose  genius  has  raised  England  from 
the  dust  to  such  a  pinnacle  as  she  never  before 
aspired  to.  Cressy  and  Agincourt  were  fine 
achievements,  but  nothing  at  all  to  this.  All  over 
the  world  the  name  of  Pitt  strikes  terror  into  our 
enemies.  A  spell  of  victory  goes  with  it  like  that 
which  followed  Joan,  the  sacred  maid.  A  cheer 
for  Mr.  Pitt — England's  preserver — the  Great 
Commoner  V 

Another   and   mere    deafening    shout    answered 
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Colonel  "Wilkes,  and  the  patriot  was  in  a  trice  borne 
off  his  gouty  legs,  through  the  portals,  away  past 
the  ancient  Abbey,  where  footmen  and  linkboys 
were  already  drunk  with  toasts  and  loyalty,  and 
deposited  breathless  at  the  door  of  his  lodging. 

He  felt  no  gout  now.  He  walked  on  air.  Every- 
thing turned  to  blessing  under  his  hand.  Govern- 
ment crimps,  press-gangs,  broken-hearted  wives 
and  mothers,  were  forgot  by  himself  as  well  as 
others.  The  lesser  must  suffer  for  the  profit  of  the 
greater.  Such  has  been  the  unpleasant  rule  time 
out  of  mind. 

Stone  was  relieved  at  the  turn  affairs  were  taking. 
Surely  in  the  general  gush  of  hilarity  that  trivial 
ridiculous  charge  against  him  might  be  hushed  up. 
It  was  such  a  flea-bite  of  an  offence  after  all.  His 
friend  Wilkes  gave  him  no  comfort. 

"  Do  you  think  a  woman's  malice  once  roused 
ever  sleeps  V  he  asked.  "  Not  likely  !  Time  and 
circumstance  considered,  the  escapade  was  a  grave 
sin  in  a  tutor  to  a  future  king." 

Lord  Bute,  who  had  been  standing  unnoticed  all 
through  the  scene,  was  exasperated  to  the  last  pitch. 
The  success  of  the  gouty  mountebank  was  disgust- 
ing. He  assumed  royal  authoritative  airs  in  the  very 
presence  of  the  Princess  and  her  son.  At  Louisburg, 
Masulipatam,  Senegal,  St.  Malo;  all  over  the  globe 
the  national  foe  was  constantly  being  beaten.  Mr. 
Pitt  must  certainly  be  got  rid  of  somehow,  or  his 
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impudence  and  pride  would  break  all  bounds.  Lord 
Bute  was  unwise  enough  before  leaving  the  rooms 
to  say  as  much  to  Colonel  Wilkes,  who  was  man 
enough  to  admire  the  popular  hero  although  he 
could  himself  obtain  no  employment  from  him,  and 
who  therefore  laughed  at  Lord  Bute's  mean  spite.  The 
Scotch  Earl  retorted  with  something  rude,  which 
was  capped  by  something  scathing,  and  my  lord 
clinched  the  quarrel  by  saying  solemnly,  "  Sir,  you 
are  a  squinting  scoundrel." 

Wilkes  replied,  with  a  polite  bow,  "  Mortimer  was 
a  silly  old  woman's  paramour."  And  the  two  parted 
greater  enemies  than  ever. 

Prince  George  felt  very  unwell  as  he  left  the 
Assembly-rooms  with  my  Lord  Bute,  for  his 
conscience  pricked  him.  How  small  and  childish 
it  seemed  to  have  behaved  so  petulantly  just  now 
before  all  those  people,  and  what  a  rebuke  was  that 
despatch.  He  began  to  see  looming  a  long  way  off 
a  ghostly  possibility  of  something  disagreeable  being 
demanded  of  him,  and  wondered  how  he  should 
behave.  Feeling  somewhat  ashamed  of  himself,  the 
while  he  twittered  with  generous  excitement,  he 
exclaimed  as  he  walked  along,  "  Truly  the  name  of 
Wolfe  is  made  immortal.  He  is  dead,  but  a  greater 
than  he  survives.  England  should  be  thankful  for 
Mr.  Pitt  !" 

"  Your  Highness  forgets,"  sneered  my  lord 
wickedly,   ' '  that  Mr.   Pitt  looks  with  no  kindly  eye 
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upon  your  proposed  marriage.  The  greater  he  be- 
comes, the  more  formidable  will  his  opposition  be." 

Then  the  young  Prince  fell  into  deep  despair. 
Must  he  come  to  hate  the  patriot  who  had  done  so 
much,  and  who  was  likely  to  do  much  more,  for 
reasons  connected  with  his  private  happiness  ?  Why 
should  the  Commoner  set  himself  against  his  wishes? 
He  would  talk  to  him,  implore  him  not  to  make  two 
young  people  wretched.  Alas  !  he  knew  that  he 
might  as  well  talk  to  the  wind,  for  Mr.  Pitt,  who 
was  ready  to  go  all  lengths  himself,  was  likely  to 
show  scant  respect  to  hearts  and  darts. 

Lady  Grizel  meanwhile  picked  up  her  fellow  maid 
of  honour,  and  handed  her  unconscious  form  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  a  footman.  It  was  not  till  she 
was  alone  in  her  own  chamber  that  she  relaxed  her 
command  over  her  muscles.  Then  she  flounced 
down  upon  her  bed  and  meditated  dolefully. 

Lord  Bellasis  was  taken  and  the  younger  brother 
left.  What  a  spiteful  turn  of  fortune  !  Why  was 
not  the  situation  reversed  ?  Then  she  would  have 
been  really  free ;  the  dreary  deceitful  game  would 
be  over ;  her  mind,  which  was  always  on  the  look-out 
for  pitfalls,  would  be  at  rest.  Was  there  ever  to  be 
rest  but  in  the  grave  ? 

Then  a  new  light  burst  on  her,  and  she  clenched 
her  hands.  The  Honourable  Jack  was  now  Earl 
Bellasis,  lord  of  broad  acres,  and  a  goodly  fortune. 
Would  it  not  be  better  peacefully  to  be   Countess 
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Bellasis  and  rich,  than  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury  and 
richer,  with  a  skeleton  jingling  his  bones  in  a  cup- 
board ?  For  though  the  cupboard  were  carefully 
locked  there  he  was  inside,  and  might  (who  knows?) 
pop  out  at  some  inopportune  moment. 

But  she  had  with  her  own  hand  destroyed  the 
proof  of  her  marriage,  and  had  so  deeply  disgusted 
her  lord  that  he  would  doubtless  be  delighted  to  be 
quit  of  her.  The  parson  was  dead,  his  writing 
burnt.  But  the  other  pencilled  proof  of  which 
Stone  spoke  ?  Destroyed  as  well,  by  order  of 
accursed  Aunt  Hanmer.  Why  could  not  that 
malevolent  female  have  left  ill  alone  ?  Not  that 
she,  the  bride,  knew  aught  of  the  matter  till  Stone 
mentioned  it.  No.  She  had  schemed  for  safety's 
sake — had  schemed  and  schemed  to  break  those 
bonds,  and  now  that  they  were  broken  would  have 
given  worlds  to  mend  them  up  again.  For  they 
were  broken,  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  that.  Well, 
well !  It  was  too  late,  and  there  was  no  help  for  it. 
The  mawkin  Gladys  must  be  allowed  to  take  posses- 
sion of  the  new  Lord  Bellasis,  with  all  dignities  and 
estates  accruing,  while  she  assumed  the  title  of  my 
Lady  Duchess.  Poor  old  Duke !  He  was  always 
vowing  that  he  died  of  love  for  her ;  but  was  dying 
of  old  age  more  probably.  She  had  deliberately 
planned  to  sell  her  summer  to  his  winter  in  exchange 
for  the  good  things  of  this  world.  The  seed  sown 
had  fructified.     Every  obstacle  was  removed.     As 
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her  bed  was  made  so  must  she  lie  on  it,  advienne 
que  jpourra.  It  was  a  pity  though.  If  only  the 
despatch  had  arrived  six  hours  sooner  !  Dreamily 
she  undressed  and  sought  refuge  from  her  thoughts 
in  sleep.  What  an  odd  position  it  was  !  She  must, 
driven  by  events,  resign  her  own  husband  (whom 
she  began  to  hanker  after)  to  another,  and  take  a 
fresh  one  for  herself.  Come  what  might,  Lady  Grizel 
registered  a  vow  before  she  slept,  that  she  would  be 
a  good  and  true  wife  to  the  fond  old  man. 


CHAPTEE  II. 


MY    LADY    GRIZEL  S    TRIUMPH. 


HE  excitement  at  Bath  was  the  faintest 
possible  echo  of  the  enthusiasm  which 
prevailed  in  the  chief  towns.  Mr. 
Secretary  Pitt  was  likened  to  the  sun, 
and  people  high  and  low  basked  in  the  rays  of  his 
glory.  All  small  causes  for  disappointment  were 
forgotten.  Corporations  vied  with  each  other  in 
presenting  snuff-boxes  to  the  great  man.  He 
might  have  built  himself  a  mausoleum  out  of  those 
golden  compliments.  Parsons  devoutly  snuffled 
prayers  in  church  that  the  days  of  good  King 
George  might  be  long  in  the  land,  so  great  a 
blessing  did  the  existence  of  that  disreputable 
turkey-cock  appear,  thanks  to  the  glamour  reflected 
on  him  from  the  Commoner.  His  Majesty  began 
to  respect  Mr.  Pitt  in  that  he  was  himself  becoming 
popular    again    under    the    new   regime ;    and   was 
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graciously  prepared  to  consider  him  bold  and  in- 
telligent, and  to  receive  him  as  a  gift  from  the  people, 
provided  a  little  respect  could  be  shown  for  beloved 
Hanover.  And  in  this  matter  Mr.  Pitt  met  the 
King  half  way,  deigning  even  to  take  up  warmly 
the  cudgels  of  that  darling  principality  (apple  of  the 
old  sultan's  eye)  in  order  to  annoy  France  on  her 
frontiers  as  well  as  elsewhere.  With  the  war  he 
waged  in  Germany  we  have  nothing  to  do.  Suffice 
it  to  say  that  Mr.  Secretary  Firebrand  took  it  into 
his  head  to  set  light  to  Europe  as  well  as  the  other 
continents,  and  that  the  flames  which  he  kindled 
raged  throughout  the  world.  All  the  regular  troops 
attainable  being  sprinkled  about  the  globe,  the 
minister  confided  the  defence  of  our  own  shores  to 
a  militia  disciplined  by  country  gentlemen  j  but  as 
more  food  for  powder  became  necessary  even  these 
men  were  gradually  drafted  into  the  line  for  foreign 
service,  and  a  few  Hanoverians  and  Hessians  per- 
mitted to  replace  them  at  home.  Thus  was  the  thin 
end  of  the  wedge  inserted.  That  which  in  New- 
castle's time  had  been  a  crying  iniquity  was  condoned 
to  victorious  Pitt,  and  the  old  King  in  gratitude  for 
this  concession  became  by  degrees  his  minister's 
firm  friend,  and  remained  such  until  his  death. 

His  Majesty  was  worn  out  with  receiving  depu- 
tations, who  came  to  air  their  rhetoric  anent  the 
glorious  events  of  the  time.  Mayors  were  never 
weary  of  assuring  him  that  his  virtues  were   the 
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marvel  of  mankind,  and  that  his  auspicious  reign 
would  be  the  favourite  era  in  the  history  of  Great 
Britain.  The  King  was  enraptured,  and  quite 
believed  it,  being  moved  to  tears  sometimes  at  con- 
templation of  his  own  excellence.  Mr.  Pitt,  on  the 
other  hand,  knew  that  he  had  done  that  .which  no 
Englishman  ever  did  before,  and  was  as  unruffled 
by  success  as  he  would  have  been  by  failure.  Nor 
was  he  even  yet  content.  Arrogant  France  was 
crippled,  humbled,  in  sore  trouble ;  but  she  must  be 
ground  down  still  further.  So  he  shut  himself  in 
his  closet  with  George  Grenville  to  devise  fresh 
campaigns,  to  spin  new  webs  of  glory;-  and  was 
busied  with  the  levying  of  fresh  regiments  when  the 
laurel-crowned  army  of  Quebec  came  home. 

It  was  in  October  that  Wolfe's  remains  arrived  at 
Portsmouth.  Mourning  was  worn  for  the  young 
hero  by  all  classes,  while  special  fetes  were  organised 
in  honour  of  his  renown.  Flags  waved  from  every 
steeple,  the  Tower  guns  thundered  through  the  day, 
the  greatest  illuminations  were  made  that  the  city 
had  ever  known.  A  proclamation  was  issued  for  a 
public  thanksgiving.  The  King  and  Prince  of 
Wales  were  advertised  to  hold  a  levee,  and  receive 
the  compliments  of  the  nobility.  Old  London 
Bridge  was  a  sight  to  see,  for  the  houses  upon  it 
were  gay  with  streamers.  The  darksome  narrow 
road  across  between  the  overhanging  buildings  was 
choked    with    carriages.     The    numerous    wooden 
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beams  that  stretched  over  the  way  to  keep  the 
bulging  tenements  from  falling  on  the  passengers 
or  toppling  into  the  river,  were  strung  with  garlands. 
The  fantastic  Tower  Gate  at  Southwark  end  was 
dotted  with  wreaths,  in  whimsical  contrast  to  the 
black  nobs  on  poles  which  decorated  its  summit — 
pitched  heads  of  traitors  mouldering  one  by  one 
away.  In  some  places  the  road  over  the  bridge  was 
but  twelve  feet  across,  and  mighty  was  the  noise,  and 
cry,  and  jest,  as  coaches  and  chairs  strove  to  push 
along  through  knots  of  citizens  who  were  toastino-  a 
returned  soldier,  or  among  ladders,  whereon  men 
clung  like  bees,  clustering  about  the  decorations. 
What  a  deafening  hubbub  !  Clamours  of  watermen; 
a  rush  of  falling  waters  ;  an  occasional  shriek  as  a 
coach  lurched  into  a  rut.  Butchers  yelled  and 
goaded  on  their  cattle;  tradesmen  with  victuals 
swore  they  were  let  and  hindered ;  milkmaids  wept 
over  wares  scattered  in  the  dirt;  pedestrians  huddled 
against  stalls  and  shops,  or  were  tossed,  tumbled  and 
jumbled,  in  the  kennel  and  uneven  ways  in  order 
that  a  passage  might  be  forced  for  the  chariot  of  my 
lady  who  was  going  to  St.  James's. 

Quite  a  crowd  was  assembled  under  Southwark 
Gate  watching  the  preparations  for  a  transparency 
whereon  was  to  be  illuminated  the  triumphs  of  Mr. 
Pitt  against  the  French.  Senegal,  Goree,  Guada- 
loupe,  Minden,  Lagos,  Ticonderoga,  Quebec.  A 
goodly  list  !     So  thought  the  crowd  as  they  huzzaed 
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when  the  centre-piece  was  displayed,  whereon  were 
limned  the  well-known  beak,  and  beetle-brow,  and 
monster  periwig  of  the  popular  idol.  So  thought 
two  men  in  tarnished  uniform  who  leaned  against 
one  of  the  embrasures  between  the  houses,  through 
which  a  glimpse  might  be  obtained  of  the  topaz-hued 
river  speeding  beneath  their  feet  towards  the  sea,  of 
the  docks  hard  by,  and  flitting  sunlit  sails.  Both  these 
men  were  just  returned  from  Canada.  One  was 
Bellasis,  the  other  Jasper. 

The  Honourable  Jack,  who  for  the  future  must 
be  styled  my  lord,  was  little  altered  by  the  campaign. 
His  hair  was  as  carefully  tied  in  queue  as  ever,  his 
manner  a  trifle  more  prim  and  self-asserting — which 
was  only  natural ;  for,  a  poor  younger  son  no  more, 
he  sat  now  under  the  shadow  of  his  own  coronet. 
He  was  patronising  to  his  companion  as  a  lord  may 
be  expected  to  be  to  a  bastard,  and  yet  he  laid  a 
hand  on  his  shoulder  with  brotherly  affection. 

War,  they  say,  introduces  us  to  strange  bed- 
fellows. It  also  rivets  incongruous  friendships 
rapidly.  Jasper  and  the  Honourable  Jack  had 
fought  side  by  side,  had  slept  under  one  blanket, 
had  shivered  by  the  same  camp-fire.  When  the 
latter  got  a  wound  on  Abraham's  heights  Jasper 
nursed  him  with  feminine  tenderness.  They  became 
brothers,  and  related  to  each  other  private  secrets 
as  brothers  do  not  often  do.  Thus  Jasper  heard  for 
the   first   time   of   his   sister's    marriage,   and   was 
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amazed.  Poor  dear  girl  !  What  trouble  she  must 
have  gone  through  whilst  pretending  to  be  gay. 
Why  did  she  not  tell  all  to  the  brother  who  loved 
her  as  a  father  might,  who  was  so  proud  of  her 
beauty  and  high  position  ?  Together  they  would 
have  hit  upon  some  way  out  of  the  murky  labyrinth. 
But  her  secrecy  was  not  surprising.  Had  he  not 
kept  his  counsel  about  his  own  affairs  ?  She  knew 
nothing  of  his  devil-may-care  career,  his  crusade 
against  society,  of  Scratchpole  with  his  crape  and 
powder-horn.  And  he  knew  that  he  had  been 
right  so  to  keep  his  counsel,  for  she  would  of  course 
have  been  nervous  for  his  safety,  and  could  not  be 
expected  to  understand  the  manifold  causes  which 
bade  him  throw  down  his  gauntlet  to  the  world. 
How  should  a  splendidly  successful  beauty,  such  as 
she,  know  what  it  was  to  be  crushed  by  a  weight,  to 
be  spun  of  sensitive  stuff  whose  fibres  writhed  more 
and  more  instead  of  becoming'  callous  ?  A  wildness 
and  a  horror  of  oppression  is  of  ttimes  characteristic  of 
love-children,  and  a  great  horror  was  ever  on  Jasper 
of  all  that  seemed  like  a  yoke,  which  carried  with  it 
a  hunger  for  that  which  was  free  and  lawless.  The 
lamentations  of  cits  as  they  doled  out  their  guineas 
were  balm  to  his  bitterness ;  his  heart  leapt  with  a 
fierce  joy  in  that  Lord  Gowering's  nameless  son 
should  so  disgrace  himself.  Had  his  sinful  sire  not 
wronged  his  mother,  how  different  it  might  have 
been  !  How  loyally  he  would  have  kept  the  family 
vol.  11.  24- 
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name  untarnished,  handed  to  his  keeping  through  a 
line  of  heroes.  But  now  it  was  otherwise.  Each 
crime  was  a  fresh  reproach  piled  on  his  father's 
memory — that  father  who  had  been  a  curse  instead 
of  a  blessing  to  his  son  by  forcing  upon  him,  un- 
asked for,  a  life  blasted  at  its  outset. 

When  he  sallied  forth  to  carve  a  name  under 
Charles  Edward's  banner  he  was  not  chronically 
rebellious  against  discipline,  for  he  had  not  then 
tasted  of  Bainbridge's  lash  which  was  to  set  all  the 
pulses  of  his  indignation  throbbing.  When  he 
again  took  up  arms  the  weals  of  that  ruffian's  thongs 
were  on  his  back,  to  remain  in  scars  upon  his  skin 
for  evermore. 

Fairly  on  his  way  to  the  Colonies,  he  was  called  on 
to  endure  the  close  discipline  needful  on  a  transport- 
ship,  and  chafed  day  and  night  like  a  chained  savage, 
which  did  not  serve  to  raise  him  in  the  opinion  of 
the  Honourable  Jack,  whose  primness  could  not 
realise  the  torments  of  such  a  nature  in  such  a 
plight,  and  who  accordingly  put  him  down  for  an 
ill-conditioned  sore-pated  bear.  He  lived  alone  and 
nursed  his  wrongs,  until  the  influence  of  his  com- 
mander began  insensibly  to  work  on  him,  for  young 
General  Wolfe's  bright  face  and  genial  smile  were 
constantly  to  be  seen  amongst  the  men,  as  he  en- 
couraged and  exhorted  them.  The  sights  too  which 
shocked  Jasper  so  in  London  were  not  to  be  met  with 
in  the   Colonies.      There  were   no   more   shameful 
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crimpings  and  pressings  hourly  going  on  with 
attendant  screams  of  wives  and  daughters;  no 
serried  rows  of  gibbets  as  along  Thame s- side . 
Those  horrors  were  all  left  behind  in  Merrie  Ener- 
land.  Jack's  elder  brother  won  Jasper's  heart  by 
his  reckless  gallantry  as  Wolfe  did  by  his  noble 
bearing,  and  the  ex-highwayman  became  happier 
because  less  tempest-tossed  than  he  had  been  for 
many  a  day.  He  shed  tears  when  Lord  Bellasis 
died,  and  picking  up  his  precise  successor,  who  was 
wounded  in  the  same  action,  carried  him  at  grave 
personal  risk  to  the  rear.  Jack,  who  was  by  no 
means  shrewd  as  a  reader  of  character,  stared  at  him 
round-eyed  as  he  came  and  went  in  the  tent  with 
muffled  step  like  a  hospital  nurse.  He  marvelled 
as  he  tossed  in  fever  that  the  sore-pated  bear  should 
thus  unaccountably  be  tamed,  and  one  day  whilst 
his  wound  was  being  tended  put  the  question  art- 
lessly. 

Jasper  concluded  his  task  in  silence,  and  then 
remarked  with  a  faint  smile,  "It  is  awkward,  sir, 
to  have  a  large  empty  heart  with  nothing  to  put  into 
it.  It  is  a  beneficent  natural  law  that  we  all  of  us 
must  love  something,  must  take  something  or  some- 
body to  our  bosoms,  there  to  be  cherished  with  all 
-our  care.  Some  take  to  dogs  and  cats,  some  to 
parrots  and  good  works,  some  are  content  to  lavish 
their  affection  on  themselves.  For  the  time  being 
your  honour  is  my  dog  or  cat.""     And  so  he  left  him. 
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There  was  much  good  in  the  Honourable  Jack 
(or  rather  in  my  Lord  Bellasis),  as  happily  there  is 
in  most  people  if  you  only  can  delve  down  to  it. 
Although  his  hair  and  clothes  occupied  more  of  his 
thoughts  than  was  becoming,  yet  was  he  not  a  bad 
fellow  at  the  core,  and  he  became  attached  by  grati- 
tude to  saturnine  Jasper,  governed  unconsciously 
by  his  superior  will.  The  slight  fair  man  with  the 
aristocratic  skin  and  nose  was  constantly  to  be  seen 
iu  company  with  the  big  dark  broad-shouldered  one 
who  seemed  to  protect  him,  whilst  he  accepted  with 
an  amused  smile  the  airs  and  graces  of  his  patron. 
Jasper  listened  to  the  wonderful  plans  of  the  new 
Lord  Bellasis  with  no  touch  of  envy.  A  coronet 
had  fallen  unexpectedly  on  his  head  which  well 
became  the  handsome  effeminate  face.  Why  repine 
about  his  own  coronet  ?  Was  there  not  a  bend- 
sinister — an  eternal  barrier — 'twixt  it  and  him  ?  He 
was  growing  contented  with  his  lot,  for  officers  and 
men  alike  respected  the  sad-looking  man,  and  a  calm, 
never  felt  before,  bred  of  respect  duly  earned  and 
duty  conscientiously  performed,  lulled  his  troubled 
spirit  into  something  near  akin  to  happiness.  On 
the  war-path  he  hardly  felt  the  curb  of  discipline. 
It  remained  to  be  seen  how  he  would  endure  the 
irksome  idleness  of  barrack-life  at  home.  Knowing 
himself  well  by  reason  of  much  solitary  communing, 
he  looked  forward  to  the  ordeal  with  dread. 

The  war  was  concluded  by  the  taking  of  Quebec,, 
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so  far  as  the  Canadian  army  was  concerned,  and  the 
regiments  returned  home. 

Lord  Bellasis  was  charmed  at  the  prospect  of 
airing  his  title  on  the  Mall.  Jasper  was  uneasy, 
for  the  air  of  Merrie  England  had  a  baneful  effect 
on  him.  He  thought  with  terror  of  its  oppressed 
lower  orders,  and  drunken  nobles,  and  half  wished 
to  be  left  behind  in  garrison.  As  the  transport 
sailed  up  the  Thames  towards  the  City  of  the 
Gallows,  he  marked  again  the  dreadful  spectres  on 
its  banks  and  sighed.  City  of  wrong,  of  oppression, 
of  corruption,  of  all  wickedness — Gomorrah  !  As 
the  vessel  passed  the  Nore  a  battle-royal  was  going 
on — a  desperate  hand-to-hand  tussle  for  liberty — 
not  between  English  and  French,  natural  antago- 
nists, but  between  Briton  and  Briton.  Mr.  Pitt's 
press-gangs  were  out.  They  were  striving  to  seize 
a  homeward-bound  ship  and  recommission  it.  But 
the  men,  maddened  by  the  sight  of  home,  held  their 
own,  and  beat  their  enslavers  off.  The  savage 
shadow  began  to  settle  down  again  on  Jasper 
though  he  buffeted  hard  against  it.  Oh  !  why  did  he 
not  remain  in  Canada,  where  those  had  been  left  who 
longed  so  to  return  ?  It  was  like  voluntarily  enter- 
ing the  jaws  of  hell.  There  was  yet  time.  Lord 
Bellasis  could  surely  manage  an  exchange  for  him. 
Yet  no.  The  poor  sister  who  had  a  right  to  a  place 
within  his  empty  heart,  who  had  gotten  herself  into 
such  a  tangle,  would  surely  need  his  help.      His 
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work  was  distinctly  pointed  out.  He  must  accept 
the  task,  trying  to  combat  the  effect  of  the  "  Merrie" 
ut  mo  sphere  as  he  might,  and  wait  and  watch,  and 
take  refuge  in  his  duty. 

"1  tell  you  he's  a  genius,"  Lord  Bellasis  was 
saying  as  the  pair  lolled  on  London  Bridge,  looking 
at  the  beak  and  periwig  in  the  transparency. 
"  Crimps  ;  taxes  ?  pooh  !  There  are  specks  on  the 
sun,  but  we  don't  see  them.  You  are  small-minded, 
Jasper.  Instead  of  groping  after  mean  details,  look 
at  the  grand  result !  And  listen  to  the  verdict  of 
your  fellow-countrymen.  They  embrace  each  man 
in  uniform,  and  fill  him  to  the  chin  with  beer.  Sure 
such  huzzaing  never  was  heard  before.  Depend  on 
it,  Englishmen  are  happy  in  the  main/'' 

1 '  People  lie  down  under  the  car  of  Juggernaut," 
returned  Jasper  doubtfully ;  "  a  great  man  be  it,  but 
led  by  a  dangerous  principle.  Wolfe  would  never 
have  stooped  to  do  evil  that  good  might  come.  I 
am  losing  my  rudder.  Oh  for  half  an  hour  of 
Major  Washington's  discourse,  which  was  invigo- 
rating like  a  dash  of  brine  !" 

"  You've  a  grovelling  soul,  my  poor  dear  fellow," 
said  his  lordship  loftily.  ' l  To  deal  with  a  country 
such  as  ours  we  need  to  accept  things  en  groa.  Mr. 
Pitt  is  the  eagle  looking  always  sunward.  He  soars 
above  sordid  details.  A  cheer,  my  lads,  for  Secre- 
tary Pitt I"  he  cried,  raising  his  tarnished  hat. 

A  great  shout  was  the  response,  which  was  caught 
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up  for  very  jubilance  by  the  crowds  on  the  river 
bank — a  shout  which  echoed  and  re-eclioed  as  it  was 
borne  along  and  died  away  in  the  distance. 

"  Hark  to  that  \"  said  my  lord.  "  Doth  it  not 
say  how  the  Great  Commoner  is  worshipped  ?  I 
must  be  off  to  don  a  new  uniform  for  St.  James's, 
as  I  am  to  have  the  honour  of  presenting  by-and- 
by  the  captive  flags  into  the  King's  own  hands. 
Adieu  for  the  present.  Seek  out  your  sister,  and 
sound  the  lady  about  you  know  what." 

Lord  Bellasis  strode  gaily  away,  followed  more 
leisurely  by  Jasper,  who  had  indeed  undertaken 
to  act  as  ambassador  from  the  husband  to  the 
wife.  The  subject  once  broached  had  often  been 
discussed.  Jasper  and  my  lord  had  examined  the 
matter  from  every  point,  and  it  became  clear  to 
the  lady's  brother  that  the  knot  must  be  severed 
somehow.  Jack  became  more  and  more  assured 
that  he  did  not  like  his  wife  at  all,  and  that  he  did 
like  Lady  Gladys.  "We  always  dislike  those  whom 
we  have  wronged.  By  putting  two  and  two  together 
Jasper  became  equally  assured  that  his  sister  re- 
pented bitterly  of  her  folly.  Was  her  whole  future 
to  be  withered  by  this  moment  of  giddiness  ?  There 
was  so  much  excuse  for  her  behaviour,  too,  for  in 
the  year  '47  matches  were  so  idly  made  and 
broken.  How  inconceivably  silly  though  she  had 
shown  herself  by  not  remedying  the  mistake  while 
there  was  time — before  the  Marriage  Act  of  '53  was 
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passed  !  But  how  like  her  it  was  to  let  things  thus 
go  on  till  carelessness  rendered  them  irremediable  ! 
The  poor  girl  was  no  doubt  even  now  sitting  at 
home  wringing  her  hands  over  her  foolishness. 
But  now  her  brother,  who  loved  her  dearly,  was 
come  back,  and  something  should  be  managed — a 
divorce — anything,  which  should  set  his  sister  free 
again  to  choose  another  mate  more  fitted  than  my 
lord  to  glide  down  life's  stream  with  her. 

A  divorce  might  be  difficult  to  get.  At  any  rate 
the  poor  soul  must  be  comforted;  and  so  Jasper 
slowly  made  his  way  past  the  Maypole  in  the  Strand 
towards  the  maid  of  honour's  lodging,  remarking 
with  displeasure  as  he  proceeded  the  presence  of 
numerous  Hanoveriaii  soldiers,  carpet  knights  who 
looked  out  of  taverns  with  truculent  grins  at  his 
war-worn  coat,  as  though  they  were  at  home,  whilst 
he  was  an  interloper.  Verily  the  King's  favourite 
guards,  secure  of  royal  favour,  were  beginning  to 
assume  portentous  airs  of  conquerors,  and  to  treat 
the  honest  cits  with  the  patronising  manner  of  the 
invader. 

All  was  bustle  and  hurry  at  St.  James's.  The 
old  signs,  that  stretched  and  creaked  half-way  across 
the  street,  were  gay  with  ribands.  So  were  the 
posts  placed  to  protect  pedestrians  from  passing 
vehicles.  The  chasms  and  ruts  worn  by  much 
traffic  round  the  palace- doors  were  filled  with  new 
fagots  and  rushes.      St.  James's   Street  and  Pall 
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Mall  were  a  sea  of  coaclies  and  chairs.  A  file  of 
Hessians  occupied  each  side  of  the  gate  as  guard  of 
honour,  and  between  them  defiled  the  chariots  of 
the  nobility  and  the  sedans  of  the  noble  company  of 
Demireps.  Her  Grace  of  Ancaster  was  borne  in 
state,  not  in  male  garments  now,  but  in  all  the 
panoply  of  a  new  brocade,  her  huge  hoop  drawn  up 
on  either  side  of  her  like  wings.  Lady  Caroline 
Petersham  and  her  dear  comrade  "  Ashe"  left  their 
accustomed  seats  in  the  law-courts  to  offer  felicita- 
tions to  his  Majesty.  Sure  there  was  enough  flour 
on  the  heads  of  all  this  quality  to  have  made  bread 
for  a  thousand  starving  families.  Carriage  after 
carriage  lurched  and  groaned  and  splashed  into  the 
courtyard  to  deposit  its  load.  Every  beau  and  belle 
wore  a  yellow  favour.  Why  ?  Lord  Bellasis,  as 
his  new  carriage  advanced  in  turn  with  the  banners 
taken  at  Quebec  protruding  from  its  windows, 
wondered  why.  He  alone  wore  no  favour,  but  then 
he  was  a  stranger  only  just  arrived.  He  felt  much 
gratified  as  he  sat  in  his  brand-new  vehicle  with  a 
coronet  on  either  panel,  among  cupids  and  baskets, 
as  was  the  mode.  How  much  pleasanter  was  this 
than  to  have  arrived  as  younger  sons  do,  in  an 
hackney-chair  !  There  was  a  lurch  and  a  jostle. 
The  brand-new  carriage  was  well-nigh  upset.  My 
lord  thrust  his  head  out  to  abuse  his  Jehu  and  per- 
ceived that  he  had  come  into  collision  with  a  very 
gorgeous    state-chariot    indeed,    bearing    a    great 
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sculptured  crown  upon  the  top,  a  gilt  lamp  at  every 
corner,  and  a  host  of  lackeys  with  gold  sticks 
swarming  behind.  A  hussar  rode  at  the  right  win- 
dow. It  was  drawn  by  six  spotted  Danish  horses, 
like  Bacchus  drawn  by  leopards.  The  chariot 
swayed  with  the  shock,  but  the  footmen  nimbly 
jumping  down,  held  it  steady  with  their  hands, 
bellowing  at  the  same  time,  "  Room  for  her  Grace 
the  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury  \"  Lord  Bellasis  per- 
force drew  into  the  gutter  by  the  riding-block  to 
permit  this  fine  turn-out  to  pass,  muttering  to  him- 
self, "  Then  the  old  Silenus  is  married,  is  he  ?  or 
has  young  Meadows  come  to  the  title  V3 

Bang  went  the  steps  ;  the  footmen  in  a  row,  with 
sticks  held  out,  formed  a  banister  for  her  Grace's 
hand.  Out  stepped  the  Duke  first  in  apricot  velvet 
and  diamonds.  The  old  Duke,  very  weazen  under 
his  white  wig.  Afcer  him  the  Duchess.  So  fine  a 
sight  was  she  in  her  bridal  robes,  that  the  mob  in 
the  courtyard  cheered,  while  even  the  lords  and 
ladies  in  the  anterooms  clambered  on  chairs  and 
tables  to  look  at  her.  The  Danish  horses  trotted 
away,  but  Lord  Bellasis's  entrance  was  quite  a  failure, 
despite  his  flags,  for  no  one  had  eyes  for  aught  but 
the  new  duchess. 

"  The  slut  is  prodigious/'  whispered  Lady  Caro- 
line to  Ashe.  "  She  must  be  strong,  though,  to 
carry  all  those  jewels  \" 

"  Wonderful  \"  returned  Miss  Ashe.  u  She  wears 
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French  silk,  though  !  ;Tis  a  marvel  they  don't  tear 
it  off  her  back  !  To  think  that  she  should  have 
settled  down  at  last  \" 

Her  Grace  of  Ancaster  met  her  with  both  hands 
extended,  and  rubbed  a  smear  of  rouge  upon  her 
cheek  as  she  embraced  her  with  a  smack. 

"  Lily  \"  she  cried,  "  thou  art  vastly  glorious  on 
this  thy  first  public  appearance  as  a  duchess  !  I 
welcome  the  new-comer  to  our  order,  though  it  was 
shabby  to  have  been  married  on  the  sly — in  his 
Grace's  toilet-chamber,  was  it  not  ?  The  Tewkes- 
bury diamonds  !  We  have  heard  much  of  them. 
Splendid  indeed  \" 

The  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury  was  splendid  indeed 
as  she  turned  to  curtsey  her  acknowledgments  to 
the  assembled  company,  and  the  heart  of  Lord 
Bellasis  gave  a  great  thump  as  he  recognised  her. 
This  marvellously  beautiful  woman,  with  the  nimbus 
of  triumph  on  her  brow,  whose  bright  eyes  flashed 
with  more  lustre  thau  her  diamonds;  this  queen  of 
fashion,  in  honour  of  whose  marriage  the  court  wore 
favours,  the  Tewkesbury  colour,  by  order  of  the 
Princess  Dowager ;  this  siren,  who  received  the 
worship  of  the  quality  like  one  to  the  manner  born 
— was  his  own  wife.  His  feelings  as  he  became 
aware  of  the  fact  were  strangely  mixed.  Ten 
minutes  ago  he  hated  her,  and  was  only  anxious  to 
cast  her  off  that  he  might  take  to  his  bosom  the 
modest  violet.     But  when  you  see  that  of  which  you 
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are  yourself  weary  valued  by  others,  made  overmuch 
of,  is  it  not  natural  for  the  chattel  to  assume  new 
importance  in  your  eyes  ?  For  the  careless  pos- 
sessor to  cry  out :  "  That  thing  you  all  consider  of 
such  great  worth  is  mine.  Give  it  me,  that  I  may 
wear  it  \" 

My  lord,  buffeted  by  his  surprise,  bit  his  nails  in 
silence,  uncertain  how  to  act.  True,  he  had  com- 
missioned her  brother  to  suggest  a  divorce,  but  it 
was  quite  another  thing  for  her  to  have  taken  the 
matter  into  her  own  hands,  to  have  arranged  a  coup 
d'4tat,  and  calmly  have  thrown  him  overboard  like 
so  much  rubbish.  And  that  jibbering  old  pantaloon 
of  a  duke,  too,  who  was  so  delighted  with  himself. 
For  an  instant  my  lord  was  inclined  to  cry  out : 
"  Adulteress  !  Tear  off  those  jewels  !  and  follow 
me;  for  you  are  not  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury,  but 
Countess  Bellasis  \"  There  is  no  knowing  what  he 
might  have  done  in  the  suddenness  of  his  mental 
commotion,  had  not  her  eye  met  his. 

"  Tiens  !"  she  said,  holding  out  her  hand  with  a 
frank  smile.  "  Welcome  home,  my  new  Lord  Bel- 
lasis. You  are  crowned  with  laurels.  Let  me  con- 
gratulate an  old  friend.  Why,  you  have  no  yellow 
favour  !  Fie  !  this  is  not  kind.  Will  not  a  young 
gentleman  lend  me  a  wedding-favour  1"  Before  he 
was  aware  of  it  she  had  pinned  a  bow  upon  his 
uniform — badge  of  the  second  marriage  of  his  own 
wife.     He   strove   to  stammer  something,  but  she 


MY  LADY  GRIZELS  TRIUMPH.  61 

burst  into  loud  laughter.  "  Qu'il  est  drole,  le  petit 
milord !"  she  laughed  to  her  Grace  of  Ancaster. 
"  He  wears  his  hair  in  the  mode  of  a  hundred  years 
back.  I  warrant  he  broke  many  hearts  in  the 
Colonies.  How  many  squaws  did  you  leave,  sir,  at 
Quebec  ?  And  black  piccaninies,  too,  no  doubt. 
Fi  done !  Come,  we  must  salaam  upstairs.  Duke, 
bid  my  lord  often  visit  us  at  Tewkesbury  House." 

The  vision  in  its  diamond  trappings  swept  away 
on  the  arm  of  the  old  satyr,  followed  by  all  the 
Demireps  of  fashion.  Lord  Bellasis  staggered  like 
a  drunken  man,  staring  at  the  favour  on  his  breast, 
then,  gathering  up  his  flags,  joined  with  swimming 
brain  the  stream  flowing  towards  royalty.  Remark- 
able was  the  chatter  to  which  he  listened.  Small 
gossip  about  the  Farinellr's  latest  song;  the  pro- 
posal of  throwing  a  second  bridge  across  the 
Thames  ;  the  crusade  of  Lady  Huntingdon,  who 
had  sent  her  apostle  Whitefield  even  into  the  palace 
to  convert  the  maids  of  honour.  Chatter  of  how 
those  too  lively  damsels  had  torn  off  his  coat  and 
pelted  him  with  brushes  in  the  corridor,  and  had 
finally  poured  water  on  him  as  he  fled  discomfited 
out  of  the  royal  portals.  Some  beaux  were  anxiously 
comparing  waistcoats  with  each  other,  discussing 
possible  improvements ;  for  the  fashion  of  the 
Capriole  set  by  my  Lady  Grizel  was  become  &  furore. 
Men  painted  carriages  and  horses  on  their  waist- 
coats ;  broidered  them  for  clocks  upon  their  stock- 
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ings;  wore  mimic  postchaises,  wagons,  chairs,  and 
chairmen  on  their  coats.  Lord  Bellasis  as  he  con- 
templated the  host  of  titled  fribbles  felt  some 
sympathy  for  Jasper's  disgust,  and  wondered 
whether  the  army's  heroism  and  Mr.  Pitt's  sublime 
schemes  were  not  wasted  on  a  nation  so  degraded. 
He  forgot  that,  as  in  many  cases  of  national  enerva- 
tion, the  disgrace  was  merely  on  the  surface,  affect- 
ing the  aristocracy  and  idle  classes,  while  the  real 
marrow  of  the  people  remained  intact. 

More  serious  talk  was  going  on  in  corners  anent 
the  singular  proceedings  of  Colonel  Wilkes,  who 
was  coming  out  as  a  politician.  He  was  taking  his 
stand  as  a  patriot,  and  his  first  move  was  likely  to 
win  him  popular  applause.  Little  by  little,  as 
water  wears  a  stone,  public  anger  had  risen  against 
my  Lord  Bute,  and  was  still  rising.  The  fleck  no 
bigger  than  a  man's  hand  was  threatening  to  grow 
into  a  thunder-cloud.  His  overbearing  ways,  his 
false  position  beside  a  royal  lady  many  years  his 
senior,  disgusted  the  people,  who  saw  with  wrath 
that  their  future  sovereign,  a  mere  boy,  was  kept 
carefully  tucked  down  in  an  unwholesome  hot-bed. 

There  had  been  much  scandal  in  all  quarters 
about  the  Stone  matter,  and  the  scene  in  the  public 
rooms  at  Bath.  The  populace  cried  out  that  he  had 
betrayed  his  trust  towards  his  august  pupil,  that 
affairs  looked  ill  for  the  future,  and  loudly  called  for 
his  imprisonment.   They  had  borne  with  George  II/s 


MY  LADY  GRIZELS  TRIUMPH.  63 

vices,   his    mistresses,    and    general    shamelessness 
as   lesser     evils    than    those    which    must    inevi- 
tably  march   in    the   train    of    civil    strife.     They 
were  still  exasperated  at  the  horrors  which  had  been 
brought   upon    them  by    the    struggle    in    '45   to 
replace  the  Stuarts,  and  so  were  fired  with  dread  at 
the  mere  mention  of  Jacobitism.     It  was  imperative 
that   their   next  monarch  should  have   received   a 
proper  education.      Lady   Grizel  artfully  fomented 
the  trouble,  and  the  King,  as  the  easiest  way  of 
avoiding  worry,    permitted   the    unhappy  tutor  to 
languish  without  hope  in  jail.     Lady  Griper's  enemy 
was  safely  bottled,  and  there  she  was  content  to  rest. 
Colonel  Wilkes,  on  the  other  hand,  moved  heaven  and 
earth  to  obtain  the  release  of  his  friend.     In  vain. 
Frustrated  in  his  endeavours,  he  then  turned  his 
thoughts  to  vengeance.      The  Princess,  prompted 
by  Lady   Grizel,  would  not  listen  to  his  prayers. 
Lord   Bute,  who   already   had  grievously  insulted 
him,  snapped  his  fingers  at  his  menaces.     And  so 
Colonel  Wilkes  unfurled  his  flag  and  took  up  the 
cudgels  of  the  mob  against  the  favourite. 

Colonel  Wilkes  was  known  for  his  flippant  and 
fluent  tongue,  his  ready  tact,  and  undoubted  parts. 
The  mob,  too  glad  of  a  mouthpiece,  rallied  round 
him,  and  cheered  him  the  more  that  he  was  acute 
enough  to  join  for  the  moment  in  their  adoration  of 
Secretary  Pitt.  The  Princess  went  to  the  house  of 
the  latter  one  day  in  tears,  begging  him  to  stop  the 
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scandal.  But  Mr.  Pitt  only  smiled  his  sedate  smile, 
and  observed  that  it  was  a  pity  so  clever  a  fellow 
should  take  to  playing  mountebank.  The  Princess 
thought  the  two  were  in  league  to  humiliate  her, 
and  returning  his  smile  went  home  with  rage  in  her 
bosom,  more  determined  than  ever  upon  compassing 
the  Commoner's  speedy  overthrow.  Although 
people  were  pretty  much  accustomed  to  daily  riot 
and  petty  ebullitions  of  popular  anger,  the  wiser 
among  the  courtiers  shook  their  wigs  dubiously,  for 
a  mob  is  never  really  dangerous  till  it  gets  a  shrewd 
leader,  and  the  Colonel  was  very  shrewd.  Wilkes 
was  expelled  the  court  for  his  temerity,  and  solemnly 
declared  himself  the  people's  champion  (from  another 
point  of  view  from  Mr.  Pitt's)  and  the  avowed  foe 
of  the  Leicester  House  party  and  my  Lord  Bute. 
This  done,  he  sat  himself  down  to  commence  serious 
warfare  scientifically. 

Lord  Bellasis,  still  ill  at  ease  though  recovered 
from  his  first  emotion,  presented  the  flags  to  his 
Majesty,  who  favoured  him  with  a  royal  grin  and  a 
pinch  from  the  royal  snuff-box,  and  motioned  him 
to  stand  aside  to  make  room  for  the  incoming  stream. 
The  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury,  who,  in  her  capacity  of 
bride  and  premier- duchess  of  the  realm,  stood  at 
the  King's  left  hand,  next  Lady  Yarmouth,  the 
royal  concubine,  gave  him  another  friendly  nod, 
and  then  he  withdrew  into  the  second  saloon  where 
the  Princess  Dowager  was  holding  her  own  court 
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with,  her  son  and  my  Lord  Bute.  The  old  satyr- 
bridegroom  fluttered  between  the  two  rooms,  anon 
screwing  up  his  glass  to  gaze  on  the  sparkling  god- 
dess who  was  now  his  very  own ;  then,  incapable  of 
standing  still,  fussing  out  to  chatter  and  be  com- 
plimented by  the  quality. 

(( Lord  Bellasis,"  he  quavered,  "  her  Grace  will 
always  be  glad  to  see  you  at  her  toilet.  You  should 
see  her  with  her  hair  down  in  a  neglige — a  ravishing 
spectacle  !  Her  bare  feet  in  pearl-sewn  slippers. 
Delicious  !  She  is  an  entrancing  Juno,  and  I  her 
slave.  Her  brother  has  it  seems  come  home.  She 
must  needs  have  him  now  to  dwell  with  us,  she  says. 
The  whole  brigade  if  she  likes,  say  I.  Tewkesbury 
House  is  big  enough  for  all.  Already  she  has  a 
hussar  told  off  to  ride  by  her  coach-window,  a 
present  from  Lord  Granby.  But  wait  till  you  see 
her  at  her  toilet." 

Lord  Bellasis  could  not  refrain  from  laughing, 
the  situation  was  so  whimsical.  That  his  own  wife's 
bare  feet  and  flowing  hair  should  be  held  out  as  a 
new  spectacle.  Verily  the  whole  world  had  seen 
more  of  her  than  that  on  the  memorable  day  at 
Eanelagh  when  she  chose  to  appear  as  Iphigenia. 
When  he  reflected  upon  that  escapade  he  wished  the 
Duke  joy  of  his  bargain;  and  then  again  when  he 
listened  to  the  murmured  talk,  for  all  were  dis- 
coursing of  the  ex-maid  of  honour,  he  felt  horribly 
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jealous,  ready  for  extreme  measures.  Unfortunate, 
passion -tossed  young  lord  ! 

Beside  the  Princess  stood  modest  Lady  Gladys, 
quite  pretty  by  reason  of  her  joy  at  seeing  him,  and 
as  he  looked  at  her  he  was  sure  that  he  was  a  weak 
fool  to  be  so  shilly-shally,  for  the  sweetness  of  the 
violet  outweighed  the  flaunting  glories  of  the  lily 
with  its  dazzling  brilliance  and  rank  scent.  All  of 
a  sudden  she  flushed  up,  for  she  marked  the  yellow 
ribbon  on  his  breast,  which  was  a  tacit  proof  that  he 
approved  the  marriage,  and  was  therefore  of  course 
himself  free.  Strange  that  for  years  she  should 
have  made  herself  miserable  for  naught — a  mere 
mirage  —  a  delusion  !  But  with  years  it  had 
gradually  faded,  and  was  now  quite  gone.  Lady 
Sarah  (maid  of  honour  now  in  place  of  Lady  Grizel) 
also  wore  the  bridal  rosette  in  her  unpowdered  hair, 
for  she  knew  its  colour  became  her ;  and  did  not 
Prince  George  wear  the  Duchess's  colours  too  as 
well  as  the  Princess,  and  even  the  King  himself  ? 

Prince  George  was  leaning  listlessly  on  Lord 
Bute's  shoulder,  his  eyes  fixed  sullenly  upon  the 
ground.  The  last  few  months  had  aged  him.  His 
fair  smooth  face  was  thinner ;  the  light  was  gone 
from  his  blue  eyes.  He  clung  to  Lord  Bute  like 
one  who  must  needs  cling  to  something.  His 
threat  of  independent  action  at  Bath  had  led  to 
nothing.  He  still  loved  his  Sarah,  and  piteously 
swore   to   be   faithful  to   her,   and    she   loved   her 
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George,  and  was  sometimes  no  little  put  out  by  his 
behaviour.     The   love-course   of   these  two   turtle- 
doves was  by  no  means  running  smooth,  for  Stone, 
chief  conspirator,   was  in  durance  vile,  while    Mr. 
Fox,  who  as  the  girl's  relation  ought  to  have  stood 
by  her,  was  unaccountably  cool  and  snubbing.     It 
was  an  unkind  fate  that  selected  Lady  Sarah  as  the 
successor  of  Lady  Grizel  about  the  person  of  the 
Princess  Dowager,  for  thus  the  lovers  were  bound 
to   meet    continually,  while  the   lynx-eyed   mother 
made  it  her  special  business  to  see  that  they  did  not 
speak.     And  the  lynx-eyed  mother  seemed  to  be  re- 
gaining the   influence   which   Sarah's   charms   had 
caused  to  totter,  for  the  boy,  after  his  small  struggle, 
had   wearily  sunk  down  again  under  the  parental 
yoke   to   be   governed  with  a  rod  of   iron  by  his 
mamma  and  her  Scotch  Earl.     Not  that  his  mamma 
was  quite  satisfied  with  him  as  yet.     Far  from  it. 
A  young  horse  which  has  once  frisked  and  broken 
loose  may  be   expected  to  throw  up  his  heels  and 
scamper  off  again  presently.     Even  deprived  of  their 
allies  these  children  might  yet  do  something  rash. 
The  King,  as  was  expected,  flew  in  a  passion,  and 
kicked  his  servants  at  the  first  mention  of  the  match. 
Of  course  his  grandson  would  not  dare  openly  to 
beard  him  j  yet,  egged  on  by  an  ambitious  damsel, 
he  might  be  lured  by  her  into  a  private  marriage, 
unless  steps  were  taken  to  prevent  such  a  possibility. 
Mamma  and  my  Lord  Bute  discussed  the  ins  and 
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outs  of  the  affair  as  they  sat  in  their  dressing-gowns 
and  nightcaps,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
only  method  of  finally  quenching  Sarah  would  be 
by  tying  up  her  swain  with  all  possible  despatch  to 
some  dull  creature  of  royal  rank,  who  would  know 
better  than  to  instigate  him  to  rebellion  against  his 
elders.  That  was  the  thing — some  stupid  sleepy 
German  Princess  who  would  do  as  she  was  bid  ; 
through  whom  the  Princess  Dowager  and  her  adored 
might  safely  govern  George  when  he  should  come 
to  assume  the  crown. 

The  elders  sagely  nodded  their  nightcaps  over 
this  decision.  There  was  every  motive  for  putting 
the  plan  into  execution  at  once — while  the  youth 
was  yet  suffering  under  the  reaction  of  despair. 
Somebody  must  undertake  the  ungrateful  task  of 
telling  him  that  a  Prince  of  Wales  has  no  right  to 
a  heart  or  feelings  such  as  human  beings  are 
generally  supposed  to  possess — that  he  is  a  mere 
pole  whose  duty  it  is  to  wear  with  dignity  such 
robes  as  his  people  shall  elect  to  put  on  him.  He 
would  probably  loathe  the  person  who  told  him  such 
unwelcome  news.  Who  then  more  fit  to  do  so  than 
Mr.  Pitt,  whom  he  respected — Mr.  Pitt,  the  stern 
patriot,  who  was  in  his  own  person  a  consummate 
model  of  self-sacrifice — who  would  cheerfully  burn 
beloved  Lady  Hester  and  his  children  if  he  were  sure 
that  by  so  doing  the  country  would  be  benefited. 
Of  course  Mr.  Pitt  must  do  the  job,  and  that  quickly; 
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for,  this  important  service  done,  it  would  be  time  to 
think  of  toppling  over  the  popular  idol,  whose  popu- 
larity was  as  dangerously  on  the  increase  as  Lord 
Bute's  was  on  the  wane. 

Neither  Lady  Sarah  nor  Mr.  Secretary  Pitt  were 
aware  of  the  snares  which  were  being  laid  for  their 
destruction.  It  was  not  likely  to  enter  into  so 
generous  a  mind  as  that  of  the  Great  Commoner 
that  the  Princess,  who  called  herself  his  friend, 
could  wilfully  be  digging  a  chasm  between  the 
minister  and  his  future  sovereign.  He  was  too 
high-souled,  and  withal  too  much  occupied  with 
state  affairs,  to  trouble  himself  with  such  trifles  as 
feminine  revenge  and  rancour.  Passing  through  the 
outer  saloon  he  bowed  his  periwig  before  Prince 
George,  and  whispering  to  the  Princess,  "  Mr.  Fox 
will  to-morrow  be  gazetted  as  Lord  Holland/' 
passed  on  into  the  presence  of  his  Majesty. 

The  Princess  and  Lord  Bute  exchanged  a  smile, 
but  Prince  George,  who  was  guileless,  recked  not 
whether  Mr.  Fox  were  to  be  made  a  peer  or  not. 
What  way  could  it  affect  him  ? 

The  minister,  while  bending  over  her  hand, 
conveyed  the  same  intelligence  to  her  Grace  of 
Tewkesbury,  who  clapped  him  without  more  ado 
upon  the  shoulder,  vowing  with  modish  oaths  that 
he  must  honour  the  Tewkesbury  box  at  Drury  Lane 
that  very  evening. 

"  Manager    Eich    has    got    Quin   to   essay    Cato 
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with  Madam  Pritchard,"  slie  said ;  "  sure  that 
should  please  your  honour  ?"  Then  added  in  an 
undertone,  "  'Tis  a  matter  of  business.  You  must 
come." 

"  Her  Grace  will  take  no  denial/'  croaked  the  old 
Duke.  "Even  you,  sir,  who  have  trampled  on 
broken  France  must  give  way  to  beauty.  Beauty, 
and  rank,  and  wealth  combined,  eh,  Mr.  Pitt  ? 
They  should  command  the  universe.  Your  battles, 
sir,  are  great  battles.  The  mob  for  once  hath  not 
been  misled  in  hero-worship.  What  ?  Talk  of 
Ancient  Greece  with  its  kings  like  those  of  Brent- 
ford !  Thermopylas  and  Marathon !  Like  Barnet 
going  to  do  battle  with  St.  Albans." 

"  True  heroism,"  objected  the  minister,  who  had 
a  tendency  to  talk  like  a  book,  "  lies  in  the  principle 
maintained,  not  the  net  profit  reaped." 

"  Oh,  high-flown  statesman,"  laughed  fat  Mr.  Fox, 
who,  wreathed  in  smiles,  was  passing  to  kiss  hands 
on  his  prospective  peerage.  "  Patriot,  who  never 
can  remember  that  he  lives  in  the  corruptest  age 
the  world  has  ever  seen  !  But  he  is  beginning  to 
learn  worldly  wisdom  at  last.  Hath  he  not  given 
me  a  peerage  who  have  been  urged  to  stand  up  and 
fight  him  ?  No,  no  !  I  have  my  family  and  Holland 
House  to  think  of,  and  have  always  preached  that 
all  interest  is  marketable  ware.  Go  on  and  prosper, 
Mr.  Pitt." 

The    Duchess    of    Tewkesbury   overheard,   and, 
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laughing,  left  the  King's  side  to  exhort  the  minister 
to  obey  her  behests,  who  was  looking  with  scorn 
after  the  man  whom  he  had  bought. 

"  You  must  come,"  she  said,  ' '  for  my  mistress 
and  her  Scotchman  and  the  shuttlecock  lad  will  all 
be  there,  and  something  must  be  decided  about  his 
future." 

Then  she  unfolded  to  him  the  designs  of  the 
Princess  Dowager  in  so  far  as  she  was  allowed  to 
know  them,  and  he  deemed  them  to  be  wise. 
Certainly  the  boy  must  be  sacrificed  on  the  altar 
of  duty.  No  doubt  of  that.  Broken  hearts ! 
Fiddle-faddle  !  Yes ;  he  would  lecture  the  youth 
seriously  if  his  mother  held  so  high  an  opinion  of 
his  poor  influence ;  and  would  choose  an  opportunity 
during  that  evening's  performance  of  "  Cato." 

So  Lady  Grizel  herself,  the  astute  schemer,  the 
mistress  of  expedients,  who  had  resolved,  now  that 
she  was  a  duchess,  to  walk  on  the  straight  road  for 
evermore — whose  fresh  strawberry-leaves  must  on 
no  account  be  smirched — became  an  unconscious 
weapon  against  the  fearless  genius,  who  of  all  men 
around  alone  commanded  her  respect, — in  the 
hands  of  the  treacherous  and  base ! 


CHAPTER  III. 


MR.    SECRETARY    PITT    AS   A    SURGEON. 


ANAGER  RICH  announced  his  perform- 
ance for  four  o'clock  in  order  that  it 
might  not  clash  with  later  entertainments 
at  the  Gardens,  so  a  cold  collation  was 
commanded  in  the  Tewkesbury  box.  The  twelve- 
penny  gallery  was  crowded  before  the  hour  announced 
with  'prentices  and  shopmen,  each  one  prepared  by 
vigorous  thwacks  of  his  wooden  towel  to  applaud 
this  or  that  patriotic  sentiment  in  the  ingenious  Mr. 
Addison's  play  of  "  Cato."  To  relieve  the  weariness 
which  might  possibly  be  induced  by  overpowering 
virtue,  it  was  settled  that  arch  Kitty  Clive  was  to 
perform  afterwards  her  original  part  of  Lettice  in 
the  "Intriguing  Chambermaid."  All  were  in  the 
best  temper  and  prepared  to  enjoy  themselves,  for 
had  not  the  defiling  of  the  troops  with  tattered 
garments   in   the    morning    been   a   brave    sight; 
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followed  by  the  spectacle  of  a  batch  or  two  of 
prisoners  in  chains;  then  the  aristocratic  hubbub 
of  the  drawing-room  ?  Now  Mr.  Quin  and  Madam 
Prit chard  were  to  do  their  best,  and  the  evening 
was  to  conclude  brilliantly  with  a  display  of  fire- 
works at  Vauxhall,  and  (probably  for  many)  a 
modest  supper  of  trotters  at  a  farthing  fry.  Those 
who  really  cared  to  see  the  play  were  seated.  The 
critics,  in  grizzled  periwigs  like  doctors,  hummed 
about  the  pit,  for  sure  no  professional  judge  would 
affect  the  foppery  of  a  bag  or  bob.  The  footmen 
lolled  over  the  boxes  in  hat  and  shoulderknot,  keep- 
ing places  for  their  masters  who  would  merely  drop 
in  later  to  be  seen.  They  laughed  loud,  took  snuff, 
and  shouted  to  their  brethren  on  t'other  side  the 
house  or  up  in  the  footman's  gallery,  which  was 
decorated  with  yellow  ribbons  in  compliment  to  the 
famous  maid  of  honour  who  had  been  privately 
married  by  special  license  the  night  before.  The 
sentries  stood  ready  on  the  stage,  the  musicians 
scraped  their  catgut,  box  after  box  was  filled  with 
persons  of  the  highest  distinction  who  were  come  to 
drink  coffee  and  enjoy  a  conversation-piece,  and  who 
accordingly  relegated  their  attendants  to  their 
legitimate  quarters  aloft.  Ladies  settled  themselves 
for  a  good  loud  gabble,  depositing  before  them  their 
fans  and  snuff- etuis — the  sword  and  gunpowder  of 
female  warfare — for,  tambour-work  having  been 
discarded  by  dames  of  fashion,  what  opportunity 
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had  they  for  a  display  of  wrists  and  fingers  save 
the  flirting  of  a  fan  or  the  application  to  pink 
nostrils  of  a  pinch  of  rappee  ? 

Manager  Rich  was  in  a  fluster.  Mr.  Quin  stalked 
up  and  down  tastily  attired  for  his  part  as  the  great 
Roman  in  a  huge  full-bottom  and  red-heeled  shoes 
with  buckles  of  real  diamonds.  Madam  Pritchard 
as  the  classic  heroine  had  her  hair  beautifully 
powdered  and  feathered  more  than  three  feet  high ; 
while  as  for  her  hoop,  it  was  twenty  feet  round  at 
least. 

The  pit  and  galleries  marked  the  popularity  (or 
otherwise)  of  the  arrivals  by  hisses  or  plaudits  as 
they  appeared.  A  shout  went  up  for  Colonel  Wilkes, 
who  had  recently  established  a  private  press  from 
which  poured  broadsides  that  engrossed  much 
attention — a  shout  acknowledged  by  a  bow  and 
grin.  Her  demirep  Grace  of  Ancaster  was  received 
with  a  low  growl  of  displeasure.  The  Tory  side  of 
the  house  hissed  the  Whigs,  the  Whig  side  (in 
great  feather  now)  hooted  the  Tories.  The  Tewkes- 
bury box  was  on  the  Whig  side,  for  both  his  Grace 
and  the  new  Duchess  were  staunch  allies  of  Mr. 
Pitt,  although  my  Lord  Bute  was  showing  signs  of 
coming  forward  as  a  decided  partisan  of  the  Tory 
interest.  The  Princess  Dowager  and  her  Scotch 
admirer  drove  to  Drury  Lane,  and  the  people  were 
silent  on  their  passage,  though  they  scowled  and 
muttered.      They   restrained    their    anger    out   of 
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respect  to  the  boy  who  sat  next  his  mother — the 
pale,  sad-looking  youth,  whose  wobegone  aspect 
evoked  their  sympathy.  He  was  perforce  neutral 
as  yet,  the  poor  lad.  It  behoved  them  to  respect 
his  rank  until  such  time  at  least  as  he  should  fling 
out  his  colours. 

Sim  Ames,  in  a  glorious  equerry's  uniform,  rode 
before,  winking  slyly  at  friends  amongst  the  mob, 
then  calling  in  gruff  accents,  "  By  your  leave  !  her 
Highness  the  Princess  Dowager  !" 

The  men  who  hung  to  the  straps  behind  the  coach 
were  of  Lord  Bute's  selection,  and  of  unprepossessing 
aspect.  Though  their  hair  was  greased  and  floured 
according  to  the  servants'  rubric ;  though  they  were 
lavishly  beplastered  with  gold  and  silver;  there  was 
something  about  them  different  from  usual  servitors. 
A  meagreness  of  calf,  a  width  of  chest,  a  breadth 
of  shoulder,  a  flatness  of  nose,  suggestive  rather  of 
the  professed  prize-fighter  than  the  footman.  Yet 
these  were  the  Princess's  serving-men  picked  out  for 
her  by  the  favourite,  and,  oddly  enough,  his  own 
servants  were  of  precisely  the  same  calibre.  Could 
it  be  that  the  pompous  lord  dreaded  rough  usage 
for  himself  and  his  withered  love  at  the  hands  of 
King  Mob  ? 

Their  Highnesses  entered  the  Tewkesbury  box, 
which  caused  a  hum  of  surprise  and  checked  the 
flood  of  execration  prepared  for  my  Lord  Bute  by 
the  agents  of  Colonel  Wilkes.     Lord  Bute  on  the 
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Whig  side !  That  was  unexpected.  Then  the 
audience  perceived  that  it  was  a  pretty  compliment 
to  the  ex-maid  of  honour,  and  commenced  a  clapping 
of  palms  which  the  dull  Prince  of  Wales  replied  to 
by  a  listless  bow. 

"  How  wretched  the  child  looks  I"  Colonel  Wilkes 
was  heard  to  say.  "  Sure  his  cross  old  mamma 
whacks  him  ere  he's  put  to  bed."" 

Presently  up  rumbled  in  state  the  grand  gilded 
carriage  with  its  big  crown  and  retinue  and  spotty 
horses,  and  behind  it  a  plain  chariot  surrounded  by 
a  sea  of  heads.  The  mob  clung  to  it  in  swarms, 
clambering  on  each  other's  shoulders  to  peep  at  the 
austere  face  within;  they  clung  to  the  wheels, 
hugged  the  blue  and  silver  footmen,  kissed  the  very 
horses.  Mothers  raised  their  babies  in  their  arms 
that  the  eye  of  the  saviour  of  his  country  lighting 
on  them  might  work  a  miracle  of  blessing.  Men 
yelled  and  threw  about  their  hats  in  feverish  excite- 
ment, and  hustled  and  jostled  and  pushed,  if  only  to 
touch  the  shrine  that  held  the  patriot  with  a  finger. 
If  popular  adoration  could  convey  happiness,  a 
happy  man  at  that  moment  should  have  been 
Mr.  Secretary  Pitt.  But  he  heard  not  the  surge  of 
voices.  He  was  meditating  mournfully  about  his 
future  King.  Yes;  it  was  clearly  his  duty  to 
break  off  this  match.  It  would  never  do  for  a 
prospective  King  of  England  to  wed  an  inex- 
perienced but  ambitious  girl — a  subject's  daughter. 


MR.  SECRETARY  PITT  AS  A  SURGEON.      77 

Lord  Bute  and  he  were  of  one  mind  on  that  point 
at  least.  The  young  man  might  possibly  bear 
malice  to  the  surgeon  whose  knife  was  to  inflict 
the  wound,  but  he  was  of  an  age  when  wounds 
heal  rapidly.  He  would  come  to  kiss  the  ruthless 
hand  which  had  boldly  cut  away  the  tumour.  Lord 
Bute  had  promised  to  see  to  this  and  must  be 
trusted,  for  it  would  be  a  woeful  thing  if  King  and 
minister  were  to  be  enemies,  and,  considering  the 
grandsire's  years,  who  could  tell  how  soon  the 
crown  might  descend  upon  this  boy  ?  Lord  Bute 
would  of  course  perceive,  that  for  England's  sake 
the  minister  was  going  to  do  this  thing,  and  that 
for  England's  sake  it  behoved  the  Prince  to  main- 
tain friendly  relations  with  the  people's  idol. 

Since  the  boy  relapsed  under  his  mother's  tyranny 
he  seemed  to  trust  more  and  more  in  her  favourite ; 
and  the  favourite  had  promised  to  explain  to  the 
victim  that  the  operation  was  to  be  performed  for 
his  good;  that  the  wise  leech  was  ready  to  cut 
more  deeply  than  this  into  his  own  flesh  if  such  a 
cut  should  at  any  time  prove  needful.  Long  ago 
Mr.  Pitt  had  said  with  conviction  :  "  One  man  only 
can  save  this  land.  I  am  that  man."  He  believed 
fervently  in  himself,  with  what  justice  events  had 
shown.  He  knew  that  no  worthy  rival  existed  to 
dispute  his  supremacy;  it  was  his  duty  to  hold 
tight  the  reins  till  such  a  rival  appeared.  It  was 
as  clearly  Lord   Bute's   duty  to  see  that  the  young 
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man  who  leaned  on  him  committed  no  suicidal  act 
of  folly  in  the  event  of  his  grandsire  being  gathered 
to  his  fathers.  Mr.  Pitt  scanned  the  recesses  of  his 
own  mind  narrowly,  and  being  certain  that  he  clung 
to  power  through  no  personal  vanity,  was  satisfied. 

It  was  with  a  contented  mien  therefore  that  on 
the  theatre  steps  he  held  out  his  long  fingers  to  the 
Duchess  and  beaued  her  to  her  box.  On  the 
appearance  of  the  well-known  gaunt  figure  in  black 
velvet,  adorned  with  no  star  or  ribbon,  leading  by 
the  hand  that  white  sparkling  realisation  of  perfect 
health  and  beauty  and  success,  the  audience  rose  to 
a  man,  and,  forgetful  of  her  equivocal  past,  shouted 
loudly,  while  Mr.  Quin  and  Madam  Pritchard  ceased 
awhile  their  struts  and  mouthings  to  wave  welcomes 
to  him  from  the  stage. 

Leading  the  bride  he  came  forward  and,  laying 
one  hand  on  the  Prince  of  Wales's  shoulder,  made 
a  deep  reverence  to  the  house. 

Again  pit,  gallery,  and  boxes  clapped  and  shouted. 
He  seemed  to  present  to  them  the  beautiful  vision 
in  diamonds  as  a  visible  symbol  of  victory,  and  at 
the  same  time  to  signify  by  a  protecting  gesture 
that  the  raw  youth  beside  him,  who  might  be  called 
at  any  moment  to  fill  the  throne,  would  have  the 
support  of  his  own  genius  and  experience.  What  a 
rosy  prospect  then  for  England  !  The  lion  was 
awake  at  the  bidding  of  his  keeper ;  he  had  roared 
and  lashed  his  tail  and  the  enemy  was  discomfited. 
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He  would  be  ridden  presently  by  a  boy  whose  life 
was  all  before  hini — who  would  be  taught  the  use  of 
whip  and  bridle  by  one  who  was  more  cunning  in 
the  art  than  any  man  on  earth.  Shout  after  shout 
shook  the  cobwebs  of  the  dingy  old  house  ere  Cato 
and  the  classic  Lucia  were  permitted  to  proceed. 
No  better  play  could  have  been  chosen  for  the  occa- 
sion. Patriotic  sentiments  were  bandied  to  and 
fro  ;  the  shuttlecock  was  tossed  hither  and  thither, 
across  and  back  again.  And  as  they  seemed  to  fit 
the  views  of  either  party,  Whigs  or  Tories  turned 
with  a  significant  obeisance  to  the  Tewkesbury  box. 
Lord  Bute  was  so  furious  at  the  fool's  part  he  was 
called  upon  to  play — third  fiddle  to  the  gaunt 
patriot — that  he  nearly  choked  several  times  during 
the  cold  dinner.  The  Princess  strove  humbly  to 
mollify  him  with  tit-bits — for  the  play  following  on 
the  heels  of  the  drawing-room  allowed  no  time  for  a 
repast  at  home — but  my  Lord  Bute  sulked,  wrapt 
himself  in  his  dignity,  and  enjoyed  the  pangs  of 
an  empty  stomach.  The  Duchess  chose  out  the 
tenderest  pieces  for  her  old  Duke,  who,  like  a  dog, 
would  take  nothing  but  from  her  hand,  and  in  inter- 
vals of  eating  allowed  herself  to  be  affected  to  tears 
by  the  high-flown  speeches  of  Cato.  The  Princess 
was  attended  by  no  maids  of  honour,  for  subjects 
were  to  be  discussed  which  were  deemed  unfit  for 
their  ears.  The  Prince  of  Wales  was  to  be  coerced, 
not  only  into  renunciation  of  his  dear  lady-love,  but 
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into  the  substitution  for  her  of  another  (a  hazardous 
task)  whom  report  declared  to  be  as  harmless  and 
meek  as  could  be  wished,  but  monstrous  ugly. 
Now  the  idea  of  discussing  such  a  subject  within 
hearing  of  that  lady-love  herself,  or  even  of  her 
sister  Gladys,  was  preposterous.  The  short-tempered 
girl  was  quite  capable  of  falling  into  shrieking 
hysterics,  of  tearing  her  own  hair  out  in  bunches, 
and  scattering  it  as  a  protest  in  the  pit,  or  even  of 
assaulting  the  sacred  cap  of  her  royal  mistress. 
There  would  be  another  scandal,  more  washing  of 
linen  in  public ;  and  so  much  had  been  made  by  the 
caricaturists  of  that  other  washing-day  at  Bath, 
which  ended  in  the  suppression  of  the  tutor,  that  it 
was  most  advisable  to  soap  the  dirty  clothes  in  the 
narrowest  circle  possible. 

So  the  hapless  Prince  sat  in  the  box  without  a 
friendly  hand  to  help  him,  while  he  bore  the  surgeon's 
slashing.  Wistfully  he  looked  at  the  tears  of 
Duchess  Grizel,  and  was  touched.  If  she  could 
weep  for  the  mimic  woes  of  Madam  Pritchard,  surely 
she  might  yet  help  him  in  his  trouble,  if  only  he 
urged  his  suit  with  earnestness.  That  other  time 
when  she  betrayed  him  his  speech  was  awkward, 
doubtless.  His  unskilled  fingers  must  have  touched 
a  wrong  chord.  The  theory  of  the  beautiful  and  good 
rose  again  in  his  mind.  She  was  successful ;  she 
was  now,  next  to  his  mother,  all  things  considered, 
probably   the    greatest    lady   in    broad    England. 
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Therefore  she  must  be  happy  and  she  must  be  good, 
for  in  the  midst  of  her  happiness  she  found  a  tear 
or  two  for  mimic  Cato  and  Lucia.  Alas  !  the  young 
man's  education  was  incomplete.  He  had  never 
seen  a  crocodile,  and  knew  not  the  characteristics  of 
that  creature's  briny  drops.  He  spoke  to  her,  then, 
in  undertones  as  earnestly  as  he  was  able.  Once 
again  he  implored  her  to  assist  his  artless  love,  for 
he  adored  sweet  Sarah  more  and  more.  Without 
her  he  never  could  be  happy.  He  was  like  a  little 
boat  tumbling  on  the  big  black  sea.  No  sail,  no  oar  ! 
what  was  to  become  of  him  ?  If  no  one  would  help 
he  felt  that  he  must  finally  succumb  under  the  strong 
pressure  put  upon  him.  He  would  be  made  to  break 
his  solemn  word,  and  would  never  know  another 
hour  of  happiness.  Was  it  not  hard  to  look  forward 
to  a  long  life  of  misery,  surrounded  by  gaudy  tinsel 
glitter,  which  could  only  serve  to  make  the  misery 
the  deeper  ?  He  had  threatened  her  like  a  silly  lad 
at  Bath.  He  was  but  a  poor  ignorant  boy  groping 
blindly  in  the  dark.  She  would  forgive  him — would 
she  not  ? — and  by  helping  him  in  this  dire  strait  win 
his  eternal  gratitude. 

His  clear  blue  eyes  were  fixed  intently  on  hers ; 
his  smooth  white  brow  was  wrinkled  with  anxiety. 
The  Duchess  was  filled  with  compunction  and  intense 
pity  for  this  innocent  swain.  Leaning  forward  in 
tears,  she  kissed  his  forehead,  but  in  so  doing  caught 
her  mistress's  eye,  who  was  frowning  behind  her 
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fan.  No  doubt  her  first  duty  was  to  her.  There 
were  State  reasons  why  this  romantic  folly  must  be 
quashed.  He  was  but  a  boy,  and  spoke  like  one. 
Boys  are  little  more  than  children.  See  how  chil- 
dren rack  their  little  hearts  and  howl  over  a  lost 
cake  or  a  moon-reflection  in  the  water  !  The  wise 
elders  had  settled  that  it  might  not  be,  so  the  sooner 
it  was  all  put  an  end  to  the  better  for  all  parties. 
In  a  less  sentimental  moment  such  had  been  her  own 
advice  ;  the  plan  originated  with  herself.  Oh  !  that 
she  who  rather  prided  herself  on  cynicism  should 
take  to  sentiment !  The  grandeur  of  her  new  posi- 
tion must  be  working  on  her  strangely.  So,  smooth- 
ing the  hand  with  which  he  had  caught  hers,  she 
whispered  : 

"Be  courageous.  It  must  not,  may  not,  be* 
Show  yourself  a  man.  You  are  crying  for  the  moon, 
my  dear;  eternal  gratitude  is  invariably  forgotten  the 
day  after  to-morrow.  Look  at  poor  Cato,  there, 
how  virtuous  he  is.    I  protest  he  is  a  moving  sight!" 

Prince  George  sighed,  and  the  listless  look  which 
was  becoming  habitual  to  him  deepened  over  his 
face.  Saving  nothing,  he  retired  to  the  back  of  the 
box  to  clasp  to  his  bosom  the  wretchedness  of  being 
Prince  of  Wales  and  having  no  friend  but  one  whom 
everybody  was  bent  on  dragging  from  him.  No 
friend  and  no  youth  either  !  Mr.  Pitt,  judging  the 
moment  opportune,  sat  by  his  side  and  produced  his 
saws  and  knives.      He  told  the  Prince  that  his  very 


MR.  SECRETARY  PITT  AS  A  SURGEON.       83 

condition  forbade  his  indulging  the  whims  of  ordi- 
nary boyhood ;  that  his  first  care  must  be  the  welfare 
of  the  State.  That  he  was  now  twenty  years  old 
though  he  looked  but  sixteen,  and  that  it  was  shock- 
ing to  find  an  heir-apparent  of  that  age  striving  to 
humour  his  caprices. 

"His  Majesty  looked  a  hundred  to-day/'  he  pro- 
ceeded. "He  is  broken,  and  may  be  taken  from 
his  loving  people  at  any  moment.  If  such  a  mis- 
fortune fell  on  us,  the  nation,  sir,  would  look  to  you. 
Already  you  should  spend  many  hours  daily  in  study- 
ing national  affairs.  If  you  gave  your  mind  to  them 
this  love-dream  would  melt  apace,  and  you  would 
awake  surprised  and  ashamed  of  the  infatuatiou. 
Take  my  word  for  it,  sir,  who  am  past  my  noon; 
and  have  known  these  things."" 

Indeed  the  minister  did  not  look  as  if  he  ever  could 
have  known  anything  of  the  kind.  That  uncompro- 
mising ascetic  face,  that  brow  worn  by  care  into  deep 
furrows,  could  surely  never  have  been  brightened 
by  love-rays.  The  shoulders  rounded  with  much 
study,  the  lips  blanched,  and  the  skin  dried  like 
parchment  by  continual  bodily  pain,  could  never 
belong  to  one  who  had  tilted  with  the  rosy  god. 
Yet  it  was  even  so.  For  all  the  world  knew  that 
George  Grenville's  sister  lived  but  in  Mr.  Pitt ;  that 
his  wife  worshipped  the  ground  he  trod  on ;  and  was 
ever  ready,  so  far  as  lay  in  her  power,  to  soothe  his 
pain  and  lighten  his  care.     But  then  Mr.  Pitt  was 
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only  Prime  Minister,  not  Prince  of  Wales.  Not  but 
what  he  would,  if  necessary,  have  sacrificed  even  his 
dear  life-companion  Lady  Hester  herself,  upon  that 
towering  altar  before  which  he  always  worshipped. 
He  would  have  torn  out  his  own  heart  joyfully,  and 
have  cast  also  upon  the  pile  that  which  was  dearer 
to  him  than  his  heart — his  wife.  She  knew  it,  and 
was  content.  It  was  not  likely  then  that  he  should 
hold  his  hand  and  pack  up  his  saws  and  knives  for 
a  little  outcry. 

Cato  theorised  from  the  stage  about  the  virtue  of 
self-sacrifice,  and  the  public,  who  were  not  specially 
called  upon  for  practice,  applauded  to  the  echo. 
Mr.  Pitt,  within  the  box- shadow,  poured  forth  upon 
his  victim  the  treasures  of  his  eloquence.  Sternly 
he  adjured  Prince  George  to  pay  the  price  of  his 
high  rank,  or  for  ever  live  dishonoured.  The 
victim  fluttered,  and  winced,  and  lamented,  and 
begged  for  mercy,  but  the  surgeon  was  pitiless. 
Were  youth  and  hope  of  happiness  on  earth  to  be 
torn  from  him  so  rudely  ?  He  was  human  although 
Prince  of  Wales,  and  all  his  poor  heart-strings  were 
wrapped  round  darling  Sarah.  Vainly  he  brought 
up  a  list  of  kings  who  had  espoused  subjects  with- 
out their  countrymen  regretting  it.  Edward  II. — 
Richard  II. — 

"  Who  was  deposed  and  died  a  felon's  death  at 
Pontefract !"  observed  Mr.  Pitt  dryly. 

This  was  the  last  wriggle.     The  operation  was 
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completed,  the  patient  lay  prostrate  and  exhausted, 
with  the  terrible  dictum  ringing  in  his  ears,  "  Pay 
the  price  of  your  rank  or  for  ever  live  dishonoured  Vs 

"This  is  brave/'  encouraged  the  surgeon. 
"  George  III.  shall  be  styled  the  Father  of  his 
people.  Blessing  shall  be  showered  on  him  from 
every  homestead.     This  shall  be  his  recompense." 

Then  the  party,  not  heeding  Cato  any  more,  dis- 
closed to  the  lad  that  a  still  further  sacrifice  was 
demanded  of  him — that  he  must  prepare  himself 
without  delay  to  lead  to  the  hymeneal  altar  a  charm- 
ing German  princess  who  strummed  the  harpsichord 
divinely  and  languished  for  him  away  at  Mecklen- 
burg-Strelitz  ;  whose  sage  mind  exercised  its  leisure 
to  the  ravishment  of  all  hearers  in  penning  little 
essays  about  the  horrors  of  war  or  the  delights  of 
peace,  or  the  advantages  of  connubial  felicity ;  who 
was  a  model  companion  for  a  young  king — virtuous, 
well-behaved,  a  mistress  of  etiquette,  etc.,  etc. — quite 
different,  and  more  decorous,  than  a  bewitching 
black-eyed  gipsy  with  a  sharp  temper.  But  Prince 
George  was  numb  with  pain.  The  cherished  tooth 
was  dragged  out ;  what  mattered  it  how  they  stopped 
the  cavity  ?  They  forced  him  to  break  a  solemn 
oath,  to  forego  a  deliberate  promise,  to  ignore  the 
holy  right  of  troth-plighting  over  a  broken  coin. 
He  was  degraded  in  his  own  eyes;  would  shortly 
be  so  in  those  other  dear  roguish  ones.  No  youth, 
no  heart,  no   feelings,  no   private  likes  or  fancies  ; 
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nothing  but  a  post  with  an  ermined  robe  on  it. 
What  a  jocund  position  in  life  was  his — that  of 
much -envied  Prince  of  Wales  ! 

Cato  was  over,  and  Mrs.  Clive  was  enchanting 
everybody  with  her  sprightliness  as  Lettice  the  arch 
chambermaid.  His  task  finished,  Mr.  Pitt  packed 
up  his  case  of  moral  saws  and  knives  and  sought  his 
quiet  study,  there  to  wear  away  the  night  poring 
over  the  details  of  a  newly-projected  campaign, 
counting  his  men  and  ships,  striving  to  read  the 
tactics  of  the  perfidious  French  Premier,  who  vainly 
spread  nets  for  his  wary  adversary. 

George  Grenville,  his  friend,  his  brother-in-law, 
his  political  Achates,  fidgeted  among  state-papers 
while  Mr.  Secretary  pondered.  George  Grenville 
was  beginning  to  take  quite  a  delight  in  the  con- 
templation of  red  tape,  to  feel  pleasure  in  the 
thumbing  of  voluminous  reports,  to  buzz  about  like 
a  great  bat  around  his  chief,  whose  schemes  he 
admired,  for  he  was  dazzled  by  their  result.  Yes. 
He  was  the  bat  of  politics  whilst  Pitt  was  the  eagle, 
and  he  dared  sometimes  in  his  heart  of  hearts  to 
think  that  the  great  Pitt  drivelled,  that  the  bat  could 
see  farther  than  the  eagle,  that  if  the  two  were  to 
change  places  for  a  minute  the  former  would  do 
much  greater  things.  Which  is  there  amongst  us, 
O  fellow-worms,  who  doth  not  deem  himself  cleverer 
than  his  neighbour — who  is  not  fond  of  saying  to  a 
fallen  one,   "  I  told  you  so  "  ?     It  is  so  pleasant  to 
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seem  to  exalt  ourselves  by  picking  holes  in  others' 
harness,  to  discuss  a  war,  an  expedition,  a  book, 
what  not — and  murmur  complacently  that  although 
it  is  not  badly  done  upon  the  whole  we  could  have 
worked  it  better.  This  comfort  is  left  to  us ;  that 
the  more  sententious  the  prating,  so  surely  is  the 
head  that  prompts  it  the  more  empty.  The  more 
boldly  we  set  ourselves  on  pinnacles  to  expound  the 
law  to  others,  the  more  worthy  are  we  to  be  tumbled 
into  the  mire. 

It  grieves  me  to  have  to  relate  it  of  the  faithful 
Achates — of  the  brother  whom  Lady  Hester  rejoiced 
to  see  about  her  husband — but  he  really  did  quite 
pant  sometimes  to  take  the  reins  himself,  to  drive 
for  an  hour  or  so,  like  Phaeton,  the  chariot  of  the 
sun,  and  was  extremely  hurt  when  his  friend 
wrinkled  his  scornful  beak  at  his  suggestions. 
After  all,  the  twain  had  grown  up  together,  had 
read  Cicero  out  of  the  same  volume,  and  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  both  when  their  friendship  was  further 
cemented  by  the  marriage  of  Mr.  Pitt  and  George's 
sister.  Under  the  circumstances  the  minister  need 
not  have  been  so  scornful,  might  have  pretended  at 
least  to  listen  to  the  ally  of  his  youth.  But  every- 
body must  have  faults  of  some  kind.  Mr.  Pitt  was 
terribly  intolerant  of  other  people's  opinions,  dread- 
fully contemptuous  when  advice  was  thrust  upon 
him.  It  behoved  then  his  friend  and  brother-in- 
law  to  bear  with  him ;  so  he  fussed  and  napped  in 


88  LADY  GRIZEL. 


the  quiet  study  whilst  the  Secretary  of  State  sat 
silently  revolving  his  prodigious  plans  in  his  giant 
mind,  his  eyes  shaded  by  a  long  thin  hand. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  affair  being  comfortably 
settled,,  Mr.  Pitt  thought  of  it  no  more,  but  turned 
his  attention  again  to  the  proceedings  of  the  French. 
France  must  be  yet  further  abased,  for  she  dared 
to  trifle  with  her  conqueror.  Her  few  remaining 
colonies  must  be  the  forfeit.  She  must  be  made 
to  grovel,  and  bellow  out  "  Peccavi/''  By  his 
solitary  lamp  the  white-visaged  patriot  sat  (while 
Grenville  fussed  in  a  dark  corner),  his  beetle  brow 
set  hard,  his  agile  brain  working  like  a  loom — 
weaving,  weaving — essaying  this  pattern  and  that. 
Another  year  or  two  of  war,  energetic,  annihilating 
— no  matter  at  what  cost — and  England  would  stand 
alone,  mistress  of  land  as  well  as  sea.  Then  peace ; 
solid,  lasting,  built  upon  adamant.  Then  would  he 
set  himself  to  remedy  defects  at  home,  which,  under 
pressure  of  weightier  calls,  were  at  present  over- 
looked. Corruption  already  drooped  before  his 
resolute  eye.  The  hydra  must  be  stamped  upon, 
its  dust  scattered  to  the  winds ;  the  nobles  as  well 
as  the  common  people  taught  to  respect  themselves. 
But  for  his  mighty  plans  to  become  facts  time  and 
patience  were  above  all  things  needful.  First 
France,  then  the  settlement  of  home  abuses. 
Britannia  was  already  risen  from  her  bed  of  straw, 
but  her  limbs  were  weak  as  yet  with  years  of  chain- 
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ing.  She  would  have  to  be  propped  and  tended 
carefully  awhile  till  health  and  strength  returned  to 
her.  But  if  the  crutches  were  removed  too  soon  she 
would  surely  fall  prone  again.  This  must  not  be. 
So  much  good  work  must  not  be  lost.  No  !  That 
would  be  too  terrible.  George  II.  would  certainly 
die  soon.  It  would  be  necessary  to  encourage  his 
young  successor  in  the  system  of  self-abnegation  so 
nobly  inaugurated.  Poor  young  man.  Because  he 
was  young  and  foolish  he  writhed  and  lamented. 
Yet  who  may  pass  through  life  without  many  such 
throes  of  agony  ?  Of  all  men  certainly  not  a  Prince 
of  Wales.  Then  the  minister  meditated  about  the 
present  old  King.  First  an  inveterate  foe,  then  a 
suspicious  partner,  now  a  trusting  friend.  At  last 
his  Majesty  recognised  the  genius  and  the  upright- 
ness of  his  former  enemy.  So  long  as  life  was  left 
to  the  veteran,  his  trust  would  continue  in  his 
servant,  and  England  was  safe.  The  next  king — in 
form  a  man,  in  intellect  a  baby.  A  boy  who 
evidently  meant  well,  but  was  liable  to  corroding* 
prejudice  and  disastrous  fits  of  obstinacy  and 
romance.  A  colt  is  difficult  to  lead  soberly;  he 
must  be  coaxed,  and  caressed,  and  humoured,  lest 
peradventure  he  should  skip  over  a  hedge  and  hurt 
himself. 

As  he  sat  with  his  thin  cheek  resting  on  his  thin 
hand,  oblivious  of  distant  sounds  of  rejoicing — of 
crackling  squibs  and  fiery  showers  in  the  air — the 
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minister  recognised  the  possibility  that  the  old 
ill-tempered  King  was  more  easy  to  lead  than 
might  prove  a  young  one.  Poor  fellow  !  It  must 
in  truth  have  been  a  bitter  moment  for  him.  He 
might  bear  malice  to  his  tormentor  for  a  little  while, 
but  it  would  surely  pass.  He  held  the  promise  of 
Lord  Bute  (written  along  with  fulsome  compliments 
and  signed  "your  most  affectionate  humble  servant") 
to  study  the  fever  of  the  patient — to  give  here  and 
there  an  opiate,  now  and  then  an  anodyne — discreetly 
to  watch  the  case.  Mr.  Pitt  foresaw  a  bright  avenue 
before  him,  a  long  career  of  usefulness,  with  no  cloud 
worth  noticing  on  the  horizon,  and  fervently  blessed 
G-od  for  the  privilege.  Alas  !  As  Prince  George 
was  too  inexperienced  rightly  to  gauge  the  worth  of 
crocodile's  tears,  so  was  Mr.  Pitt  too  noble  to  suspect 
stabs  in  the  dark  from  one  who  gave  the  kiss  of 
fellowship. 

When  Mr.  Pitt,  the  surgeon,  packed  up  his  knives 
and  saws,  the  Princess  Dowager  looked  at  her  son 
and  was  frightened  at  his  glassy  eye  and  pallid 
aspect.  She  spoke  to  him  soothingly,  and  he  turned 
his  back  on  her.  Had  he  not  undertaken  to  obey 
her  will  ?  It  was  too  much  to  expect  him  to  grin 
under  his  martyrdom.  The  old  Duke  was  leering 
at  Mrs.  Olive's  stage-charms  with  his  two  elbows 
planted  before  him.  Duchess  Grizel  had  leisure  to 
study  the  patient's  face,  and  she  remarked  that  the 
"  boy "    during  the  last  month  or  two  had    been 
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fading  with,  startling  rapidity  out  of  his  lineaments. 
There  was  manly  strength  of  purpose  about  his  jaw 
and  orbit-line.  The  serene  smoothness  of  his  brow 
was  belied  by  his  troubled  eyes. 

"  May  it  please  God,"  she  muttered  to  herself, 
"  that  through  my  means  he  may  not  go  to  ship- 
wreck as  I  did  !  But  no.  Voluntary  sacrifice  puri- 
fies, while  treachery  scorches  up  that  which  is  good 
within  us." 

Then  she  glanced  at  her  old  husband  who  was 
gloating  over  Kitty  Olive,  her  pert  manners,  her 
neat  figure,  her  trim  ankle  carefully  displayed — and 
sighed  deeply.  For  better  for  worse,  she  was  his 
now ;  if  it  were  not  for  better  the  fault  should  be 
none  of  hers. 

The  Duke  started,  and  growled  out  an  oath. 
Lettice  was  laughing  at  her  master  on  the  stage. 

"  Sir  ["  she  was -saying  with  the  flippant  sauciness 
which  had  no  equal.  "  You  are  villanously  like 
sixty- six.  Sure  you  will  not  have  the  impudence  to 
live  two  years  V 

His  Grace  rose  offended.  "  This  is  damned  stuff," 
he  said.  "  His  Royal  Highness  looks  weary ;  so 
does  my  lady  Duchess  here." 

The  Princess  took  the  hint,  and  the  party  prepared 
to  withdraw.  Lord  Bute,  as  he  wrapped  the  Prince 
in  a  cloak  handed  to  him  by  attentive  Sim,  took  the 
occasion  to  whisper,  "Accept  a  faithful  servant's 
sympathy,   sir  !     Mr.   Pitt  is  our  master  now,  and 
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rules  us  with  a  thorny  rod.  We  must  give  way 
before  that  autocrat.  The  time  may  not  be  far 
distant  perhaps  when  your  Highness  will  be  able  to 
assert  a  just  prerogative." 

The  Prince  pressed  his  hand  gratefully.  Lord 
Bute  then  was  on  his  side,  though  he  dared  not 
yet  speak  openly  for  fear  of  the  awful  Pitt. 

The  Duke  and  his  Duchess  rumbled  away  in  the 
gold  coach,  surrounded  by  its  retinue,  to  Tewkesbury 
House — that  palace  of  cut-stone,  which  we  wot  of, 
with  the  great  portico  and  enclosed  gardens, 
bounded  by  Mary  le  Bone  fields  and  Bloomsbury. 

Colonel  Wilkes  returned  an  affable  bow  for  a  final 
huzza,  and  went  to  attend  a  blaspheming  supper  of 
roystering  blades  who  were  said  to  drink  the  devil's 
health  with  an  ardour  worthy  of  a  better  cause. 
Those  suppers  were  innocent  enough,  i'  faith,  but  it 
pleased  his  cynical  humour  to  appear  more  sinful 
than  he  really  was,  and  so  he  invented  brimstone 
details  to  his  own  detriment.  On  this  occasion, 
however,  he  was  not  unprepared  to  blaspheme  just 
a  little  bit,  for  that  very  morning  a  pamphlet  of  his 
had  met  with  rapid  sale,  which  dubbed  the  Princess 
Dowager  a  witch,  and  Lord  Bute  her  father  con- 
fessor, with  horns  and  hoofs.  The  mob  thought 
the  conceit  a  merry  one,  yet  none  this  evening  had 
hooted  those  his  enemies.  Apparently  the  pitch 
must  be  laid  on  thicker  to  ensure  its  burning  welL 
It  should  be  laid  on  inches  thick — yards  thick  if 
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need  were.  My  lord  the  high  and  mighty,  clothed 
as  he  was  in  the  armour  of  fatuity,  should  come  to 
rue  the  day  when  he  roused  the  gay  Colonel's  ire. 
He  had  sworn  it,  and  now  further  swore  that  the 
oath  should  religiously  be  kept.  So  he  went  lightly 
to  his  supper  followed  by  an  admiring  mob,  and 
cudgelled  his  wit  for  some  new  means  of  annoying* 
my  Lord  Bute  and  the  Princess,  resolving  to  distil 
his  venom  in  the  form  of  journalism,  and  to  set  going 
his  new  private  press  forthwith  on  the  publication 
of  a  newspaper. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE    DUCHESS    LOOKS    TO    HEE    GUNS. 

HE  Duchess  sat  in  her  powdering-cabinet 
at  the  end  of  what  had  been  known  as 
"her  Grace's  suite"  for  generations. 
At  the  top  of  the  grand  staircase  large 
folding- doors,  masked  by  Ruth  and  Boaz  in  tapestry, 
opened  upon  the  private  apartments  of  the  mistress 
of  Tewkesbury  House.  Two  vast  withdrawing 
rooms  hung  in  the  best  yellow  silk  damask  broidered 
in  silver  (I  quote  from  the  discourse  of  the  house- 
keeper, who,  I  mind  me,  was  very  garrulous  whilst 
showing  the  house  to  strangers).  A  boudoir 
panelled  with  blue  satin,  its  corner  ornaments 
worked  in  tambour  by  the  fourteenth  duchess, 
whose  memory  the  Lord  keep  sweet !  A  bed- 
chamber adorned  with  fat  cupids  and  wreaths  and 
panspipes  and  flutes  and  bows  and  arrows,  all 
sculptured   in   the    most    approved    taste   by   Mr. 
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Grinling  Gibbons.  Finally,  a  tiny  chamber  lighted 
on  three  sides  by  long  windows — an  excrescence  in 
form  of  a  gazebo  tacked  on  to  the  house  and  over- 
hanging the  gardens — so  small  that  three  persons 
could  not  turn  in  it ;  a  delicious  little  cupboard  of 
a  place  decorated  in  the  Chinese  style.  This  last 
was  the  powdering-cabinet  of  the  Duchess,  as  was 
made  sufficiently  evident  by  the  loophole  in  the 
door  through  which  it  was  her  wont  (after  the 
manner  of  all  dames  of  fashion)  to  thrust  her  head 
after  her  robes  had  been  assumed  in  order  to  receive 
the  final  sprinklings  from  a  pepper-caster ;  the 
powder  flying  from  which  might  without  some  such 
precaution  sully  the  purity  of  her  attire.  She 
specially  affected  this  cosy  retreat.  In  the  first 
place  because  of  its  exceeding  quiet  which  calmed 
the  turmoil  of  her  unquiet  soul;  in  the  second 
because  of  the  wide-stretching  views  obtained  from 
its  three  windows  of  trim  alleys,  flower-beds,  vases, 
velvet  lawns,  statues,  fountains,  nodding  trees — of 
all  the  fair  details,  in  fact,  which  went  to  make  up 
the  paradise  known  to  Londoners  as  Tewkesbury 
Gardens. 

Looking  from  those  windows  you  might  fancy 
yourself  miles  away  from  town;  for  beyond  the 
spacious  grounds  was  the  waste  known  as  Mary  le 
Bone  fields,  dotted  here  and  there  with  villas  rising 
from  among  elms,  bisected  by  long  roads  shaded 
by  avenues,  and   crossways  and  alleys  leading   to 
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secluded  homesteads;  and,  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach,  the  inevitable  gallows  placed  where  four 
roads  meet,  with  its  distressful  freight  creaking  to 
the  wind's  symphony  in  rusted  chains. 

The  other  side  of  the  house  presented  different 
features.  Huge  gates,  surmounted  by  huge  gilded 
lamps  (in  which  nickered  at  night  a  pair  of  sickly 
flames) ;  long  blank  walls  of  even  brick  enclosing 
a  courtyard ;  methodically-lined  forbidding  walls, 
broken  only  by  a  tiny  iron-bound  lattice  communi- 
cating with  the  porter  whose  duty  it  was  to  open 
and  close  the  gates — ponderous  massive  gates  of 
sturdy  British  oak.  From  this  side  the  Duke's 
abode  looked  as  if  prepared  to  stand  a  siege ;  as  if, 
at  a  signal  of  danger,  guns  might  have  been  ex- 
pected to  peep  from  those  dormer  windows  just 
visible  over  the  enclosure,  and  belch  forth  death 
and  destruction  upon  an  invading  army.  Alas  !  It 
would  have  been  well,  for  the  sake  of  the  treasures 
of  art  within,  if  those  windows  had  been  armed  to 
the  teeth,  if — but  we  must  not  advance  too  quickly 
or  sing  pitifully  in  a  minor  key  before  our  cue. 

The  highway  from  Mary  le  Bone  to  Bloomsbury 
lay  along  these  walls,  and  a  dangerous  highway  it 
was.  Footpads  met  there  in  security,  for  no  one 
was  fool  enough  to  venture  across  the  green  belts 
which  bound  the  city  to  its  suburbs,  save  people 
who  were  well  armed  and  well  attended.  It  was 
not   like   the   turnpike   on  which  all  classes  must 
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perforce  travel,,  for  this  road  lay  chiefly  between  the 
palaces  of  the  great  and  the  villas  of  the  well-to-do, 
to  whom  it  mattered  nothing  what  prison-spawn 
might  choose  to  grovel  nnder  their  well- guarded 
walls.  The  tottering  watchman  went  his  rounds 
unscathed,  winter  and  summer,  with  staff  and 
lanthorn.  It  was  his  interest  to  shut  his  eyes  to 
the  presence  of  prison-spawn;  they  heeded  not 
him,  for  his  only  weapons  were  a  cudgel  he  dared 
not  use  and  a  lanthorn  which  gave  no  light,  and  it- 
is  not  an  unpleasant  thing  to  hear  somebody  shiver- 
ing with  age  and  cold  and  asthmatic  pains  and 
infirmities  chirping  out  as  gaily  as  maybe,  "Past 
twelve  o'clock  and  a  starlit  night." 

The  precincts  of  Tewkesbury  House  were  specially 
convenient  for  footpads,  for  its  outer  walls  were 
unusually  long  and  lofty,  skirted  moreover  by  a 
bramble-ditch  which  bore  much  resemblance  to  a 
moat.  It  is  strange  to  reflect  on  the  incongruities 
with  which  such  palaces  are  beset.  Upstairs  rustles 
my  Lady  Duchess  in  diamonds  worth  a  king's 
ransom,  the  reflection  of  whose  sparkle  through  a 
casement  gilds  the  vagrant  pate  below.  On  the 
next  floor  my  Lord  Duke  drinks  with  his  chaplains 
and  bullies  and  sycophants  and  bloodsuckers;  on 
the  next  is  the  monstrous  establishment  of  servitors 
and  retainers,  aping  diligently  the  peculiar  vices  of 
master  and  of  mistress.  Paid  bruisers,  running 
footmen,  lounging  ditto,  pages,  abigails,  negroes, 
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what  not !  What  a  reckless  prodigality  of  food  and 
ale;  what  a  sinful  squandering  of  Heaven's  mercies ! 
Outside — with  but  a  foot  or  two  of  stone  between — 
dark  ravening  human  wolves,  starving,  abandoned 
— the  scum  of  the  wickedest  city  upon  earth — 
prevented  only  by  their  abjectness  from  rising  en 
masse  to  storm  Castle  Gluttonous,  murdering  man 
and  master  in  order  for  once  to  eat  their  fill. 

The  palaces  of  their  Graces  of  Schomberg  and  of 
Ancaster  occupied  a  place  within  a  stone's  throw  of 
these  long  walls  on  either  side.  The  way  was  not 
a  street  nor  yet  a  country  road,  but  embraced  some 
of  the  peculiarities  of  both. 

The  Duchess  sat  in  her  cabinet  devising  a  new 
fashion,  while  her  French  friseur  wielded  powder- 
puff  and  tongs.  The  Capriole  had  certainly  been  a 
vast  success,  but  it  was  time  to  invent  something 
new.  Here  was  a  good  notion,  one  sure  to  please. 
Ribbons  and  plumes  were  out  of  vogue,  coaches 
and  six  no  kmger  modish.  Why  not  pluck  a  leaf 
from  the  book  of  nature  and  decorate  the  powdered 
head  with  Lepidoptera  ?  Gilt  red- eyed  caterpillars 
crawling  up  the  front,  a  chrysalis  or  two  ranged 
like  peaceful  mummies  on  a  comb  behind,  an 
elegant  bunch  of  twittering  butterflies  on  top, 
trembling  upon  concealed  wires.  Ravishing  !  The 
notion  could  be  varied  ad  infinitum.  Say  a  row  of 
caddis-worms  in  their  cases,  like  corpses  in  coffins 
.{for  deep  mourning  this) ;  for  holidays  a  cockchafer 
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or  so  with  a  coronal  of  dragon-flies ;  a  spicier  in  his 
cobweb.  For  half- mourning  an  interesting  circlet 
of  death's-head  moths  and  a  blackbeetle.  Charm- 
ing !  The  friseur  scanned  the  tower  he  had  built, 
arranged  some  final  adjustments,  and  taking  his 
orders  as  to  unlimited  insects,  withdrew. 

My  Lady  Grizel  leaned  back  in  her  chair  toying 
with  the  myriad  china  pagods  and  monsters  which 
littered  the  placeman  d  dreamed  a  day-dream  as  her  eye 
wandered  over  the  tortuous  alleys  and  stiff  flower- 
plots.  The  height  of  her  ambition  was  reached. 
At  the  time  of  her  great  deception  she  promised 
herself  to  live  for  show  only  and  worldly  grandeur, 
and  she  had  kept  the  promise.  She  was  queen  of 
fashion,  premiere  duchesse  of  England,  the  wife  of 
an  old  man  of  enormous  wealth  and  high  position. 
All  that  the  world  had  to  give  was  hers.  She  was 
beginning  to  show  herself  as  a  magnificent  patroness 
of  arts  and  literature.  People  dubbed  her  Zenobia 
now,  and  his  delighted  old  Grace  was  talking  of 
having  a  statue  wrought  of  her  in  that  character  by 
Mr.  Nollekins  to  stand  at  the  foot  of  the  grand 
stairs  in  the  great  hall. 

She  did  not  quite  know  whether  she  was  happy  or 
not.  She  had  run  like  a  wild  Bacchante  up  and  down 
the  whole  gamut  of  courtly  vice;  had  disgraced  her 
sex  with  the  demirep  Duchess  of  Ancaster;  had 
gambled  through  midnight  orgies  with  Miss  Ashe ; 
had  drowned  her  thoughts,  or  tried  to  do  so,  in 
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every  fierce  disreputable  excitement,  striving  to 
prove  by  every  means  that  the  heart  within  was 
dead;  yet,  like  a  nerve  seared  with  a  hot  iron,  it 
was  but  slumbering  in  numbness  for  a  time,  to 
declare  after  a  lapse,  by  unexpected  painful  quivers, 
that  it  was  not  dead  but  sleeping.  Thirteen  years 
ago  she  buried  her  first  self  at  Bath,  closed  the 
vault,  turned  the  key  on  it.  There  was  scarce  a 
thing  a  degraded  woman  can  do  which  she  had 
not  done  with  savage  glee.  Like  many  another 
desperate  creature  warped  by  a  sudden  shock,  she 
flung  away  her  worldly  reputation  without  altogether 
sacrificing  her  virtue.  Yet  in  spite  of  it  all  she 
could  still  feel  transient  pangs  of  shame,  and  look 
back  with  regret  on  the  early  barefoot  days  by  the 
sea-shore.  "  There  is  no  perfection  in  this  world," 
she  mused,  "either  in  vice  or  virtue.  It  is  an 
unsatisfactory,  unfinished,  incomplete  world.  At 
the  best  we  are  like  an  antique  statue  with  a  broken 
nose.  The  noses  of  some  are  less  broken  than 
those  of  others ;  that  is  all.  I  swear,  that  wrapped 
as  I  now  am  in  gilded  wool,  I  could  come  in  time 
quite  to  forget  that  wrong  which  wrecked  my 
girlhood  and  turn  out  at  last  a  very  paragon  of 
goodness — a  real  one — not  a  devote  who  takes  to 
praying  because  too  old  and  ugly  for  anything  else. 
Anaofke — in  the  veil  of  the  Inevitable — how  she 
hath  toyed  with  me.  Her  hand  is  uncertain ;  she 
swerves  on  her  course;  for  she  designed  to  crush 
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the  angel  in  me,  to  foster  the  devil,  to  wreck  my 
soul.  Then,  woman-like,  she  changed  her  mind.  I 
shall  end  in  the  odour  of  sanctity,  a  frog-skinned 
hag  with  diamonds  and  an  ear-trumpet,  a  pupil  of 
Selina  Huntingdon  maybe,  a  worshipper  of  Wesley. 
How  she  has  wasted  her  time  !  I  am  unscrupulous. 
My  moral  vision  has  been  affected  by  my  buffeting ; 
I  know  it.  But  temptation  being  removed,  why 
should  I  not  die  a  saint  Vs  Then  she  thought  with 
a  species  of  tenderness  of  the  old  Duke.  His 
private  life  would  no  more  bear  looking  into  than 
that  of  any  other  noble  of  his  time.  It  was  modish 
to  be  a  drunkard,  a  libertine,  a  spendthrift.  The 
old  man  had  been  all  three,  but  was  now  past  active 
sin.  At  eighty  he  considered  that  his  wild  oats 
were  sown,  that  it  was  about  time  to  settle  down; 
so  he  had  settled  down,  and  to  the  maid  of  honour, 
with  a  blemished  reputation  and  no  dower  save  her 
beauty  and  her  birth,  was  his  future  happiness  con- 
signed. 

"And  I  will  make  him  happy,"  decided  his 
wife,  dropping  her  firm  white  hand  emphatically 
on  a  table.  "  He  never  shall  regret  the  day  he 
married  me,  for  though  quick  to  resent  injury,  my 
heart  softens  in  spite  of  me  under  a  drop  of  kind- 
ness. For  years  he  has  been  very,  very  kind.  Anagke 
in  a  bilious  moment  resolved  to  send  me  to  ruin. 
She  is  a  fool  to  do  her  work  by  halves." 

A  little  negro  in  a  jewelled  turban  grinned  at  her 
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through  the  powdering  trap-door  with  all  his  teeth 
and  eyes — he  was  not  afraid  of  the  great  Duchess, 
who  had  shown  tenderness  to  the  homeless  child — 
and  announced  that  a  soldier  waited  below  who  said 
he  had  no  name  but  Jasper. 

(C  My  brother  \"  she  cried  out,  upsetting  a  table 
in  unducal  haste.     "  Send  him  in  at  once." 

She  was  charmed  to  see  her  one  trusty  friend 
come  home  again,  and  marked  with  approval  that 
his  bronzed  face  looked  more  contented  than  it 
used  to  do.  She  was  herself  at  rest;  the  battle 
was  over,  the  storm  past ;  her  ambition,  if  not  her 
heart,  was  satisfied,  and  in  a  world  of  pitfalls  and 
of  treachery  what  more  may  one  expect  than  the 
peace  of  content  ?  Her  dear  brother  had  evidently 
arrived  at  a  like  conclusion  with  his  sister's. 

"  So  the  grande  dame  doth  not  forget  her  poor  re- 
lation V3  he  smiled.    "  The  great  lady  deigns  to  kiss 
the  tattered  soldier  whose  sole  fortune  is  his  sword  V9 
"  Glorious  tatters,"  she  said  fondly  as  she  motioned 
him  to  take  a  seat. 

Long  they  conversed  together,  sitting  hand  in 
hand;  he  listening  with  grave  attention  while  she 
talked  volubly.  She  told  him  of  her  marriage  with 
his  Grace ;  of  how  to  flatter  her  caprice  he  procured 
a  license  and  a  parson,  and  had  the  knot  tied  in  his 
own  dressing-room  without  notice  and  with  no 
witnesses  but  the  butler  and  valet.  The  other 
servants  indeed  were  invited  to  attend,  but  were  in 
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such  dudgeon  at  having  a  mistress  set  over  them  in 
this  indecent  manner  that  they  declined  and  were 
turned  into  the  street  forthwith.  She  told  him  of 
how,  still  to  please  her  whim,  the  married  pair 
drove  straight  to  Leicester  House  in  a  hired  vis-a-vis, 
and  marched  arm  in  arm  into  the  Princess's  closet ; 
of  how  the  Princess  blessed  them  both,  vowing  that 
madgab  would  be  madgab  to  the  last,  and  finally  of 
how  my  Lord  Bute  showed  his  leg  and  puffed  his 
cheeks,  declaring  that  such  tricks  befitted  not  their 
rank  of  Duke  and  Duchess. 

As  she  gaily  chattered  on  she  became  aware  that 
there  was  a  misty  wall  between  herself  and  him, 
that  there  was  no  longer  union  between  the  waif 
and  his  sister  stray,  and  a  chill  feeling  gathered 
round  her  heart.  She  ceased  talking,  and  Jasper 
said : 

"  Grizel.  You  -  were  married  once  before  by  a 
Fleet  parson." 

The  hand  within  his  never  trembled;  her  eye 
met  his  unflinchingly.  With  a  light  laugh  she 
tossed  her  head,  and  cried  out : 

"  Fudge  !  Fleet  parsons  forsooth  !  IMany  a  girl 
hath  been  married  by  them  for  fun  to  another  woman 
in  man's  clothes.  You  caught  me  once  in  a  tavern 
in  man's  clothes.  Who  shall  say  of  what  freak  I 
may  not  once  have  been  capable  Vy 

Her  brother  remaining  silent,  she  went  on 
rapidly. 


104  LADY  GRIZEL. 


"  Fleet  parsons  indeed  !  At  the  Bull  and  Garter 
a  few  years  back  a  certificate  might  be  bought  for 
ten  guineas  with  no  trouble  of  a  ceremony  at  all." 

Jasper  looked  sadly  at  her.  "You  are  deeply 
read  in  these  matters/'  he  said.  ' '  The  first  husband 
was  no  woman  in  man's  clothes.  It  was  my  Lord 
Bellasis." 

The  Duchess  sat  for  a  few  minutes  without 
speaking,  while  a  gush  of  anger  welled  into  her 
brain.  "The  idiot  has  blabbed/'  was  her  first 
thought.  "  I  reckoned  overmuch  upon  his  common 
sense  and  evident  attachment  to  the  mawkin  Gladys. 
See  what  it  is  to  have  to  deal  with  fops.  Must  I 
fight  him  now  ?  I,  who  deemed  all  trouble  past ! 
Are  these  dragons'  teeth  to  change  for  ever  into 
warriors  ?  No ;  no  matter.  He  can  prove  nothing." 
Then  with  a  hot  feeling  she  reflected  that  he  had 
humbled  her  in  the  eyes  of  Jasper,  the  one  man  for 
whose  respect  she  cared,  and  writhed  under  the 
thought.  Was  there  then  to  be  no  end  to  the 
wrongs  piled  upon  her  head  by  this  man  whom  she 
had  never  injured  ?  Perhaps  Anagke  was  not  so 
fickle  after  all.  The  vista  suddenly  opened  of  the 
complications  which  might  arise  if  Lord  Bellasis 
really  meant  to  stir  up  the  past  and  smite  the 
Amazon.  Withdrawing  the  hand  which  Jasper 
held  she  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of  tears. 

It  was  given  to  few  to  see  my  Lady  Grizel  weep, 
whose  nature  was  of  too  robust  a  mould   to  find 
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relief  in  idle  lamentation.  The  first  article  in  her 
code  was  manfully  to  return  blow  for  blow.  She 
could,  as  we  have  seen,  squeeze  out  briny  drops 
over  a  stage  sorrow  or  one  equally  foreign  to  her, 
but  in  the  matter  of  personal  griefs  she  was  apt  to 
grow  silently  hard  and  fierce.  Yet  there  is  that 
about  a  strong  sudden  disappointment  which  will 
unman  the  manliest.  A  feeling  of  forlorn  helpless- 
ness supervenes  which  seems  an  insult  to  the 
responsible  dignity  which  raises  us  above  the  beast. 
We  feel  as  if  we  were  fighting  a  duel  in  the  dark ; 
and  whisper  with  rebellious  anger  to  ourselves,  "  If 
one  sharp  unexpected  thud  swoops  down  on  us  like 
this,  why  not  another  and  another  equally  undeserved 
till  we  are  crushed  and  mangled  ?  We  have  striven 
and  planned  as  human  foresight  teaches  us  to  do — 
our  citadel,  so  painfully  built,  is  overset  by  a  mere 
puff  of  wind.  Let  us  give  up  the  unequal  struggle 
— curse  God  and  die."  A  man  at  such  a  moment 
may  or  may  not  shed  actual  tears.  If  not  visible 
on  his  cheek,  then  are  they  coursing  like  molten 
lead  over  his  heart  under  his  laced  waistcoat.  Our 
heroine  had  this  excuse  for  hers,  that  she  was  a 
woman,  though  in  many  respects  exceedingly  like  a 
man. 

Jasper,  who  had  himself  suffered  too  much  to 
permit  of  a  desire  to  sit  in  judgment  on  another  (it 
is  the  worldly-prosperous  who  love  to  do  so),  was 
grieved  to  see  this  sturdy  nature  racked,  and  felt 
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disgusted  with  my  Lord  Bellasis.  The  man,  even 
according  to  his  own  showing,  had  no  doubt  wronged 
his  sister  horribly.  Dead  Mrs.  Hanmer,  as  the 
tempter,  was  of  course  the  chief  culprit ;  but  it  was 
grave  sin  in  Jack  to  have  been  deluded  by  her  wiles. 
How  stupid  to  have  saved  the  wounded  officer  on 
Abraham's  heights  instead  of  leaving  him  to  repent 
and  bleed.  Everything  went  wrong  in  the  hands 
of  the  bastard.  But  he  was  not  aware  of  the  tie 
between  the  pair  when  he  did  that  service.  If  he 
had  known  it  then,  would  he,  to  oblige  his  sister, 
have  left  the  Honourable  Jack  to  his  fate  ?  It  is 
possible.  The  sister  marvelled  half  an  hour  ago 
that  her  better  nature  should  insist  upon  asserting 
itself.  The  brother  was  marvelling  now  at  the 
rapidity  with  which  the  effect  of  the  exhortations  of 
Washington  and  Wolfe  were  waning.  The  cloud 
was  lowering  apace.  England  bristled  on  all  sides 
with  injustice.  It  was  of  no  use  trying  to  be  good 
there.  Why !  out  of  that  window,  away  across 
those  flowered  plots,  a  malefactor  could  be  seen 
swinging ! 

"  Grizel,  don't  cry,"  he  said,  pacing  the  room 
with  brisk  strides.  "  Who  should  befriend  you  if 
not  Jasper  ?  My  very  existence  is  a  mistake.  The 
only  use  for  my  life  is  to  place  it  at  your  service. 
You  are  a  Duchess,  I  a  poor  soldier )  but  a  mouse 
once  set  a  lion  free.  I  protest  that  in  such  an 
atmosphere  as   that  we  are  forced   to  breathe,  an 
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angel  must  soil  Ms  wings.  "We  are  no  angels. 
You  are  an  ill-used  woman,  I  a  much-wronged  man. 
"We  will  hold  by  each  other,  and  the  fault  shall  not 
be  ours  if  we  fall.  When  I  returned  up  the  Thames 
I  was  different  from  when  I  went.  My  turbulence 
was  in  some  sort  comforted.  I  wondered  if  I  were 
really  changed — if  this  was  a  fire  quite  quenched 
and  out.  I  have  borne  such  a  pile  of  ills  in  this 
cursed  land  as  your  ignorance  cannot  wot  of.  Wrolfe 
used  to  talk  to  us — the  young  hero  now  aloft — and 
his  bright  young  visage  and  rapt  earnest  words 
carried  with  them  conviction.  I  began  to  think  that 
the  earth  could  not  be  quite  poisonous  which  brought 
forth  plants  like  him  as  well  as  fungi.  The  world 
might  not  be  all  bad — only  England.  I  thought  of 
settling  in  the  colonies,  but  then  remembering  you 
I  came  back.  As  I  approached  this  shore  I  felt 
like  the  wanderer  who  chanced  upon  the  upas-tree. 
The  air  was  faint  with  rotting  souls — a  fatty  flame 
of  seething  wretchedness  was  rising  in  a  foul  dense 
pillar  to  God's  footstool.  My  blood  began  to  boil 
again  as  it  used  to  do.  What  have  you  and  I  done, 
oh  my  sister,  to  be  marked  out  for  torture  ?  I  am 
no  worse  than  the  paunched  cit  who  sits  in  the  seat 
of  prosperity  and  counts  his  money-bags — perhaps 
better.  "Who  shall  explain  the  riddle  ?  Oh, 
England,  England  \"  he  cried  out,  as  with  out- 
stretched arms  he  paced  fretfully  up  and  down. 
<e  Thou  art  the  first  circle  of  hell,  narrowing  in  giddy 
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spasms  till  those  tottering  upon  thy  borders  fall 
perforce  into  the  pit.  On  all  sides  the  flaunting  of 
the  rich,  the  grovelling  of  the  poor.  Dives  not  only 
leaves  Lazarus  to  starve,  but  strikes  him  in  passing 
with  his  whip.  I  vow,  Grizel,  that  I  sometimes  go 
so  far  as  even  to  thank  God  for  my  bend-sinister, 
which  divides  me  with  an  eternal  barrier  from  this 
hideous,  swinish  aristocracy.  They  are  brave  in 
war,  this  race  of  fops,  but  beasts  boast  this  their 
only  virtue.  The  foulest  vices  lurk  under  their 
golden  lace.  Like  monkeys  they  are  a  dreadful 
caricature  of  God's  image.  Why  do  not  the  people 
rebel  ?  Ah  me  !  A  long  system  of  oppression  hath 
besotted  and  brutalised  them  too.  They  are  blunted 
to  a  feeling  of  their  state.  Yet  England  stands, 
upon  a  social  precipice  more  dangerous  than  the 
political  one  from  which  Pitt  rescued  her.  A 
different  man  from  him  must  snatch  her  thence. 
One  who  comprehends  the  people  as  men,  not  pawns 
upon  a  chess-board." 

"You  misjudge  Mr.  Pitt/'  returned  his  sister, 
dropping  her  handkerchief  from  her  eyes,  "  because 
he  soars  too  high  for  you  to  follow  him.  A  smaller 
man  than  he  would  be  distracted  by  the  worms 
upon  his  path.  You  are  unjust — your  judgment  is 
awry — you  are  warped  by  your  bend- sinister,  and 
may  not  estimate  him/' 

The  tears  dried  on  her  Grace's  lashes  as  she 
defended  the  great  patriot.     Politics  were  so  closely 
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woven  into  the  private  life  of  the  period  that  people 
grew  accustomed  to  turn  at  any  time  with  startling 
abruptness  from  home  troubles,  to  engage  in  a 
transient  skirmish  for  a  leader.  They  even  settled 
their  patches  according  to  a  Whig  or  Tory  mode,  and 
sat  on  opposition  sides  at  a  playhouse.  Hence  Lady 
Grizel  began  incontinently  to  spar  for  Mr.  Pitt,  the 
while  her  private  bosom  felt  much  lightened,  in  that 
her  one  true  friend  knew  the  dreadful  secret,  and 
not  being  over-shocked  at  it  might  in  future  consider 
all  its  sides  with  her.  He  for  his  part  pitied  this 
martyr  to  circumstance,  settled  that  she  was  more 
sinned  against  than  sinning,  and  his  pity  was  no 
insult. 

"  Well,  never  mind  Mr.  Pitt  now,"  said  Jasper 
with  embarrassment.  "  I  came  here  on  a  mission, 
Grizel.  I  am  an  ambassador.  Lord  Bellasis  bids 
me  confer  with  you  as  to  a  divorce,  though  how  it's 
to  be  managed  I  cannot  tell." 

What  !  Then  this  bogey  was  only  a  scooped 
turnip  with  a  candle  in  it.  A  Guy  Fawkes — kneeless, 
spineless,  with  a  wooden  sword.  The  Duchess  was 
ashamed  of  her  emotion,  and  inclined  to  be  wrathful 
with  her  brother  for  playing  on  her  feelings. 

u  Divorce  \"  she  cried,  "  koighty-toighty  !  What 
a  pother  !  There  is  need  of  none,  thanks  to  my 
presence  of  mind." 

Then,  the  ice  broken,  she  explained  rapidly  with 
a  disdainful  nose-curl,  as  though  she  were  sick  of 
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the  whole  story,  the  entire  affair  so  far  as  she  knew 
it.  The  effort  of  Parson  Ames  to  speak,  his  failure, 
and  eternal  silence.  The  war-tactics  over  the 
register,  her  victory,  the  hint  of  a  second  certificate, 
the  comfortable  certitude  that  both  were  gone.  She 
even  made  a  clean  breast  of  her  momentary  vexation 
when  the  late  Lord  Bellasis  so  tardily  expired. 
It  was  all  for  the  best,  though,  no  doubt.  Better 
surely  to  be  tied  to  an  octogenarian  who  adored  the 
ground  she  walked  on,  than  to  one  of  lower  rank 
and  her  own  age  who  only  adored  himself. 

"So  my  lord  may  have  his  wax-faced  doll  for 
me,"  she  concluded.  "  I  shall  not  trouble  the  hap- 
piness of  his  mawkin,  and  there  is  no  one  else  alive 
who  can." 

Jasper  walked  up  and  down  for  a  long  while, 
putting  two  and  two  together.  It  was  a  tangled 
skein  to  unravel.  What  could  have  been  Stone's 
motive  in  being  so  anxious  to  run  the  maid  of 
honour  down  ?  What  was  it  that  the  dying  parson 
wanted  to  divulge  ?  Who  destroyed  the  original 
certificate  ?  Was  it  Mrs.  Hanmer  in  remorse,  or 
the  parson  for  a  price  ?  Which,  and  why  ? 
"  Where  is  Stone  now  ?"  he  asked. 
u How  should  I  know  V3  replied  his  sister  care- 
lessly; "Mr.  Pitt  very  properly  shut  him  up  to 
prevent  his  intriguing  with  George's  minx.  Per- 
haps he  has  been  pressed  on  board  a  frigate.  Such 
a  rascal  is  only  fit  to  be  a  slave  in  Barbary." 
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"  Cannot  you  see,  you  imprudent  girl  I"  observed 
Jasper,  stopping  to  shake  his  head  at-  her,  cc  that 
Prince  George,  married  to  a  German  potato-princess 
(as  he  is,  you  say,  to  be),  Stone  will  no  longer  be 
dangerous  ?  He  will  be  let  loose ;  furious  with  you 
who  were  the  cause  of  his  being  trapped.  He  will 
spare  no  means  of  revenge." 

<c  Qu'il  fasse  ce  qu'il  pourra I"  returned  her 
Grace,  with  a  pirouette.  "  What  harm  can  he  do 
now  ?  I  protest  his  wrath  will  be  an  amusement. 
I  will  make  love  to  him.  This  house  is  vastly  dull  I" 
And  she  began  to  survey  in  a  mirror  the  effect  of 
gold  caterpillars  in  her  hair. 

"  Did  you  ever  know  an  old  mad  woman  called 
Hannah  V  asked  Jasper,  with  perplexed  brows. 

IC  Faugh  !     How  should  I  know  mad  women  V 

"  I  know  not,  but  I  have  heard  her  mumbling 
about  Lord  Gowering^s  daughter.  What  can  be  the 
link  'fcwixt  you  and  her  ?     "What  is  this  mystery  V 

"  I  am  an  odd  girl  \"  cried  the  Duchess,  with  the 
wonderful  smile  which  made  her  sapphire  eyes 
glance  like  sea  in  sunlight.  "When  you  came  I 
was  engrossed  in  the  invention  of  a  new  fashion — 
of  a  new  head-dress  to  be  made  of  caterpillars — 
most  important  !  Yet  all  the  while  I  never  cease  to 
be  sorry  for  myself,  so  sorry,  so  very  sorry  !  Here 
is  this  secret  of  mine  already  worrying  you  to  fiddle- 
strings  although  its  ghost  is  laid.  And  yet  I  bore 
its  gripe  about  my  throat  for  years  without  blenching 
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while  it  threatened  each  second  to  strangle  me.  You 
see  that  I  am  stronger  than  you  are,  though  you  are 
a  soldier  clad  in  glorious  tatters,  whilst  I  am  only  a 
woman.  Bellasis  is  howling  for  his  mawkin  Gladys, 
so  his  mouth  is  stopped,  though  for  an  instant  your 
hints  gave  me  a  false  alarm.  My  trouble  is  safe  over, 
from  whichever  side  I  look  at  it.  Thank  God  for 
that.  Oh  !  I  have  suffered,  Jasper,  while  I  laughed. 
Natures  such  as  mine  have  a  specially  intensified 
capacity  for  suffering.  I  have  torn  myself  with  my 
nails  in  the  maddening  silence  of  the  night,  and 
gnashed  my  teeth,  and  gnawed  my  counterpane  for 
anguish,  and  then  have  turned  out  for  breakfast 
fresher  than  any  daisy.  That  ever  I  should  have 
been  taken  in  such  a  trap.  It  made  a  cruel  stony 
woman  of  me — a  hard  wicked  woman  with  few 
intervals  of  good.  Did  you  ever  hear,"  she  went 
on,  peering  up  into  the  soldier's  face,  "  that  he  who 
sins  and  repents  is  freed  from  punishment  by  reason 
of  the  frailty  of  his  fibre  ?  What  about  me  then  ? 
My  punishment  came  before  my  sin ;  and  then  in 
despair  I  may  have  sinned  overmuch.  But  the  sun 
shines  again.  His  rays  thaw  me.  I  feel  better, 
Jasper.  I  have  more  than  half  a  mind  to  take  to 
holiness.     It  would  so  vex  the  devil  \" 

Jasper  kissed  his  sister  mournfully. 

"  In  this  world  the  burthen  is  not  measured  to 
the  back,"  he  mused.  "Those  who  think  so  are 
enthusiasts.     Tempering  of  breezes  to  lambs  !  non- 
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sense.  The  north-east  wind  has  swept  as  it  listed 
over  me.  Let  us  stick  to  what  is  plain  before  us, 
Grizel.  Stone,  when  free  again,  will  work  heaven 
and  earth  to  harm  you.  No  doubt  of  that.  The 
only  living  witness  of  your  mistake  is  the  old  maid 
Deborah.  She  is  devoted  to  you,  and  would  not 
speak.  Alone  she  could  hurt  you  but  little,  even  if 
she  would.  But  let  us  above  all  be  circumspect. 
What  have  you  done  for  her  V3 

"  I  promised  her  a  pension,"  said  her  Grace 
loftily. 

1 '  Which  you  have  never  paid  ?"  smiled  Jasper. 
"  It  passed  from  my  memory,"  his  incorrigible 
sister  admitted. 

"  Imprudent  beauty  !  Brilliant  in  action,  weak 
in  preventive  guile  !  This  must  be  seen  to.  I  am 
glad  I  came  back  from  Canada." 

After  careful  discussion  it  was  arranged  that 
Jasper  was  to  leave  the  army,  and  that  the  Duchess 
should  assign  to  his  use  rooms  in  a  distant  wing  of 
Tewkesbury  House  with  horses  in  the  stable  at  his 
command.  There  was  nothing  surprising  in  the 
arrangement,  for  all  the  world  knew  Jasper' s  history 
so  far  as  the  bend- sinister  was  concerned,  and  all 
the  great  houses  were  beginning  to  ape  in  curtailed 
fashion  a  semblance  of  the  retinues  of  Charles  and 
James. 

It  was  further  settled  that  he  should  go  and  come 
as  he  pleased,  and  that  in  the  first  instance  he  should 
vol.  11.  28 
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fetch  Deborah  from  Bath  and  iustal  her  in  some 
pleasant  secluded  cot  at  Hampstead  or  Highgate, 
so  that  if  Stone's  busy  brain  should  spin  a  reason 
for  seeking  her  in  her  old  quarters  he  would  find 
the  clue  cut,  and  his  plots  frustrated  beforehand. 

The  clock  struck  two.  The  Duchess  pulled  the 
caterpillars  from  her  hair  in  haste,  and  kissing  her 
brother  bade  him  order  her  chariot.  The  Princess 
Dowager  and  Prince  George  were  to  lap  syllabub  at 
Holland  House,  and  she  had  well-nigh  forgotten  the 
fact.  The  Fox  party  were  to  be  informed  that 
afternoon  of  the  hastily-cooked  union  of  the  Heir- 
apparent  and  the  Mecklenburg  fright.  Lady 
Sarah,  who  as  yet  knew  nothing  of  it,  would  go  into 
fits.  Her  Grace  would  not  have  been  a  woman  if 
(for  the  time  oblivious  of  her  own  troubles)  she  had 
not  tied  on  the  most  killing  hat  in  creation  and 
skipped  off  like  a  lovely  kitten  to  gloat  over  poor 
wrecked,  discomfited  Scorpion's  death-throes. 


CHAPTER  V. 

TROUBLE    AT    CEIPPLEGATE. 

|35|Jpi  HEN  Jasper  left  Tewkesbury   House  he 

^%^jyj  directed  his  steps  eastward,  iu  order  to 
W^fM^Ml  aY°id  the  lium  and  bustle  constantly 
ebbing  and  flowing  between  Soho  and 
St.  James's.  Tke  print- shop s,  which  were  full  of 
portraits  of  Wolfe  and  Mr.  Pitt  (once  his  idols),  now 
displeased  him.  Of  what  use,  he  could  not  help 
thinking,  was  the  heroic  conduct  of  those  who  fell 
beyond  seas,  who  fought  and  died  for  the  honour  of 
a  country  wherein  things  obtained  which  made  him 
burn  with  shame.  He  marked  the  fops  and  fribbles 
in  their  chairs,  bedecked  with  flowers,  with  ribbons, 
and  diamond  stars,  and  buckles — powdered,  ill- 
painted  figure-heads.  He  glanced  into  holes  under- 
ground where  crouched  together,  visible  from  the 
street,  famished  half-naked  beggars — consumptive 
savages  too  weak  and  sick  to  snatch  a  hat  or  cut  a 
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purse.     He  observed  groups  of  round-eyed  citizens 

gathered  about  such  an  one  as  possessed  a  paper, 

listening  wide-eared  to   the   reports   of   the  latest 

victory.     Huzza  for  the  Great  Commoner  !     Huzza 

for  good  King  George,  for  Heaven  smiles  upon  his 

arms  !     With   sore  contempt  he  turned  from  these 

blind  fools.     Good  King  George  indeed  !     Did  not 

these  sycophants   deserve  the  heavy  chains  about 

their    necks  ?     Children,   no    better,  who  gleefully 

sucked  the  physic-spoon  beguiled  by  a  little  jam ! 

What  memories  were  theirs  !     One  day  they  rose  in 

riot  because  bread  was  dear,  or  because  French  silk 

was  more  popular  than  that  of   Spitalfields •  then 

they  hallooed  and  shook  their  fists ;   cursed  lords 

and  ladies ;   breathed  anathemas  on  George  and  his 

fat  mistress.     There   was   nothing   they   were   not 

prepared  to  do  ;   no   vengeance  too  awful  for  them. 

They  would  attack  the  palace,  raze  it,  burn  it,  make 

of  it  a  Sardanapalian  hecatomb  to  liberty,  with  his 

Majesty  and  Lady  Yarmouth  on  the  summit.     Next 

day  would  come  news  that  hundreds  of  their  brothers 

were  riddled  with  bullets  in  foreign  lands,  and  they 

blessed  God  for  victory,  and  ran  bellowing  after  the 

blue  chariot  of  Mr,  Secretary  Titt. 

As  he  considered  of  all  this  Jasper  blushed  for 
his  unstable  countrymen,  and  the  shadow  deepened 
over  his  mind,  so  predisposed  to  gloom. 

Yonder  was  a  weird  painted  portrait  of  the 
minister  floating  from  standards   across  the   road. 
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Loyal  citizens  doffed  their  hats  to  it  as  the)'  passed. 
His  attention  was  drawn  from  this  by  the  rumbling 
of  an  approaching  cart  surrounded  by  a  guard  of 
the  Duke  of  Bolton's  horse  and  an  uproarious  mob. 
A  merry  party  on  its  road  to  Tyburn.  Two  drunken 
malefactors,, ,  handcuff ed  and  bound  (clad  in  best 
clothes,  for  their  crimes  had  obtained  for  them  the 
privilege  of  hanging  in  chains),  were  flinging  coppers 
to  the  crowd. 

"  I  die  for  cutting  a  trunk,"  one  hiccupped,  "  but 
have  committed  many  a  worse  act.  We  are  quits. 
A  cheer  for  good  King  Devil  \" 

"  So  sure  as  you  will  presently  be  scragged," 
shouted  a  precocious  urchin,  picking  up  a  farthing, 
"  I  will  get  your  name  engraved  hereon." 

"  Then  here's  a  shilling  to  pay  for  the  engraving," 
returned  the  collector,  clinging  to  his  coffin  to  steady 
his  swaying  person. 

The  sally  was  received  with  a  yell  of  delight.  A 
jolly  knave  this  who  would  die  game.  Huzza  ! 
Jasper  looked  at  the  two.  He  knew  their  faces 
well,  for  they  were  old  frequenters  of  Sot's  Hole. 

"  Why  should  they  not  be  merry  ?"  he  thought 
with  bitterness.  "  For  a  time  they  have  been  a 
thorn  in  the  flesh  of  a  world  which  recked  not  if 
they  fed  or  starved.  Their  fate  being  come,  they 
bow  to  it  with  philosophy." 

Cripples  he  saw  crawling  painfully  in  the  kennel, 
searching  with  distorted  claws  for  offal  like  hungry 
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curs.  Idiots,,  many  of  them ;  their  faces  scarred, 
their  backs  cicatrised.  With  a  shudder  of  horror 
Jasper  fled  down  a  by-lane,  for  he  had  known  them 
too  on  Bamb ridge's  common  side,  ere  that  mis- 
creant's stripes  drove  the  light  of  reason  from  their 
eyes. 

"My  own  soul  is  worth  saving/'  he  groaned, 
"  despite  my  bend-sinister.  Why  did  I  return  to 
risk  it  in  this  sink  of  iniquity  and  wrong  ?  In 
America  the  settlers  watch  serenely  the  dawn  of  a 
new  day.  Hope  at  least  lives  there.  There  beside 
the  new-born  I  might  have  forgotten  this  mori- 
bund giant  whose  limbs  are  decayed  before  the 
soul  has  fled  !  In  this  slimy  ocean  shall  I  be  lost 
utterly." 

It  is  idle  to  howl  over  what  may  not  be  helped. 
Here  he  was  again  in  London,  and  would  do  wisely 
to  make  the  best  of  it.  Deborah  must  be  attended 
to ;  his  sister  saved  from  the  result  of  her  own  con- 
stantly recurring  recklessness.  As  it  had  been  a 
comfort  to  his  empty  heart  to  watch  over  wounded 
Lord  Bellasis  at  Quebec,  so  would  this  new  duty  of 
watching  over  the  Duchess  be  an  occupation  for  his 
mind.  But  such  an  occupation  could  not  possibly 
engross  all  his  time,  and  he  looked  forward  with 
foreboding  to  long  days  of  enforced  idleness  and 
brooding.  Well,  well.  There  is  little  use  in  build- 
ing castles,  for  time,  as  he  flits,  delights  to  kick  them 
over. 
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He  resolved,  as  he  happened  to  find  himself  in 
that  quarter,  to  call  at  the  Angel  Inn,  an  old  resort 
of  his.  Cheery  cronies  might  chance  to  be  there 
whose  jests  would  dissipate  his  growing  gloom.  But 
there  had  been  a  tragedy  not  long  since  in  the 
Angel  Inn.  An  ostler  creeping  in  the  darkness  was 
seen  to  scale  the  open  galleries  rising  in  tiers  around 
the  courtyard.  In  the  morning  a  traveller  pro- 
claimed that  his  valuables  were  missing.  Though 
evidence  was  of  the  loosest  the  ostler  suffered  for 
the  fact,  and  was  yet  hanging  in  the  street  on  a 
gibbet  set  up  near  the  door. 

Groaning,  Jasper  sped  upon  his  way. 

The  sign  of  the  Lamb  and  Breeches  hangs  oppo- 
site to  that  of  the  Feathers  in  Cripplegate.  Two 
taverns  face  one  another  on  either  side  of  the  great 
wooden  city  gate  which  swings  on  its  hinges  every 
night  at  sundown.  The  street  is  so  narrow  that  the 
projecting  eaves  and  sign-boards  almost  touch.  A 
singular  contrast  are  these  hostelries,  types  of  two 
different  classes.  The  Feathers,  as  its  name  denotes, 
is  aristocratic  in  its  proclivities,  rearing  its  head 
aloft  three  stories  high,  and  boasting  of  a  vast 
parlour,  polished  to  winking  pitch,  whilst  its  second 
floor  is  sumptuously  laid  out  in  private  sitting-rooms 
with  casements  cosily  draped  in  red  moreen.  Many 
a  lively  crew  of  highbred  roysterers  has  carded  and 
hiccupped  choruses  throughout  the  night  in  these 
upper  chambers ;  many  a  fine  lady  has  stirred  the 
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steaming  punch,  pressing  each  glass-rim  to  her  rosy- 
lips  before  passing  it  to  an  eager  hand.  My  Lady 
Grizel  once  caused  the  old  walls  to  tremble  with 
cachinnatious  roars  when  she  and  my  Lady  Peter- 
sham thought  fit  to  give  a  "  hurricane  "  here.  At 
the  opening  of  the  city  gate  at  sunrise  the  ladies  and 
their  gallants  roused  their  jaded  energies  to  pelt  in- 
coming drovers  with  empty  bottles,  which  country 
fellows  merely  rubbed  their  pates  and  shrugged 
their  shoulders,  observing  that  the  quality  chose  a 
strange  method  of  amusing  themselves. 

The  opposite  tavern  is  of  quite  another  kind.  It 
is  low,  squeezed  out  of  shape,  half  hiding,  half 
bulging  between  two  larger  buildings  like  a  fat 
snail  between  two  leaves.  Even  its  shrunken  wisp 
of  surface  is  not  left  intact,  for  an  opening  has  been 
drilled  right  through  one  side  of  it  to  allow  of  a 
stone-paved  passage — a  cut-throat  passage,  which 
nobody  uses  or  could  ever  have  wanted  to  use,  for  it 
leads  only  to  the  city  wall.  A  solitary,  dark,  crooked, 
echoing,  greasy  passage,  which  has  at  last  come  to 
serve  some  sort  of  purpose,  being  frequented  by 
such  festering  scum  as  can  find  no  better  spot  to 
lay  their  heads  at  night.  Over  this  opening  the 
cramped  tenement  has  shot  out  a  rickety  room  topped 
with  moss-grown  tiles  through  which  wind  and  rain 
penetrate  at  will ;  a  room  one-sided,  crazy,  toppling, 
clinging  with  all  its  might  to  the  place  where  an 
eccentric  architect  stuck  it,  but  surely  slipping  and 
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sliding  to  fall  some  day  and  crush  out  the  wretched 
lives  of  those  who  vegetate  beneath.  The  frontage 
which  this  gaping  hole  has  left  is  occupied  by  a 
little  door  leading  to  the  tiniest  lowest  bar  imagin- 
able,, to  which  access  is  gained  by  a  second  door 
fitted  with  a  sliding  window.  Through  this  window 
a  glimpse  may  be  obtained,  under  a  row  of  hanging- 
tankards,  of  a  smoky  common  room,  with  benches 
and  beer-stained  tables,  a  sanded  floor  and  blackened 
ceiling.  This  room  is  sometimes  honoured,  despite 
its  forbidding  aspect,  by  blue-blooded  society  for 
the  sake  of  the  view  over  the  city  walls,  the  excellent 
ale  (which  never  passed  under  the  eye  of  the 
Excise),  and  the  mysterious  customers  who  resort 
hither. 

Oddly  enough  the  cellarage  below  the  Lamb  and 
Breeches  is  let  to  another  proprietor  (the  place  is 
burrowed  under  in  all  directions  like  a  rabbit- 
warren)  who  has  established  down  there  a  fuddling 
room  reached  by  ten  steps,  which  is  considered,  by 
reason  of  its  proximity  to  the  walls,  as  a  comfort- 
able sanctuary  from  bailiff s,  and  a  suitable  nest  for 
petticoat-pensioners,  Irish  captains,  and  others  who 
get  a  precarious  livelihood  over  the  devil's  back.  It 
is  besides  just  on  the  border  of  St.  Saviour's  liberty, 
so  that  for  a  trifling  fee  a  bailiff  in  pursuit  will  stop 
so  oft  for  breath  that  a  spark  may  without  perspiring 
reach  the  bounds  in  good  time — and  so,  cheek  by 
jowl,  specimens  of  all  classes  may  be  found  under 


LADY  GRIZEL. 


shadow  of  the  great  gate  in  strange  proximity,  from 
the  court  beauty  on  a  frolic  to  the  systematic  filcher 
of  street-masks. 

Why  Jasper  strolled  this  way  he  knew  not.  He 
wandered  along  in  deep  reverie,  looking  now  neither 
to  left  nor  right,  his  two  hands  plunged  in  his  hind- 
pockets,  till  he  was  brought  to  a  sharp  stop  by  a 
greeting  from  a  well-known  voice.  The  brisk  voice 
proceeded  from  a  jolly  mouth  which  formed  a  part 
of  a  good-humoured  face.  Sim  Ames  nodded  and 
waved  his  pipe  as  he  leaned  through  the  window 
and  shouted  to  his  old  comrade. 

"  Welcome  to  London,  my  little  Achilles,"  he 
bawled.  "  My  warrior  looks  healthy  if  threadbare. 
Hey  for  glory,  lad.  Prize  money  rings  merrily  in 
pockets — when  you  get  it.  Arms  complete,  legs 
ditto,  eyes  right,  no  teeth  blown  out ;  zounds,  man, 
your  luck  must  have  turned  at  last.  Come  in,  that 
your  dear  pal  may  drink  to  the  happy  change.  The 
unwarlike  lamb  with  decent  breeches  on  shall  bleat 
a  welcome." 

Jasper  hesitated.  By  grey  Canadian  camp-fires 
he  had  quite  seen  the  advisability  of  dropping  Sim. 
It  would  be  wiser  to  leave  shady  old  associations 
unrenewed  at  least  so  long  as  he  wore  the  King's 
uniform.  Yet  it  seemed  churlish  to  repulse  a  warm 
friendly  hand — especially  as  there  were  so  few 
stretched  out  to  him.  As  collectors  the  two  had 
done  doughty   deeds   together.     He  is  an  ill-con- 
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ditioned  comrade  who,  even  when  regenerate,  will 
refuse  his  palm  to  an  ancient  brother-in-arms.  It 
is  only  the  pious  sheep  (such  an  one  for  instance  as 
can  stoop  to  that  cheapest  parade  of  virtue  called 
street-preaching)  who  could  be  capable  of  turning 
his  back  on  a  sharer  of  past  dangers.  Moreover 
Sim  was  attired  modestly  in  an  ample  brown  square- 
cut  coat  which  fitted  his  stalwart  figure  to  a  nicety. 
His  hat  was  unbraided,  his  wig  a  plain  brown  bob, 
his  sword  steel-hilted,  bound  with  a  black  knot ;  a 
fall  of  fine  Mechlin  graced  his  bosom;  he  looked  like 
a  well-to-do  country  gentleman. 

"  Yes/''  he  remarked  demurely  with  a  twinkle  as 
he  perceived  that  Jasper  was  glancing  at  his  outer 
man.  "  We  have  given  up  gewgaws,  being  content 
to  leave  such  frippery  to  rogues  and  highwaymen  ! 
Only  peers,  or  soldiers,  or  collectors  wear  gold  and 
satin  now.  Who  -dresses  the  plainest  shows  the 
finest  taste.  Hostess  !  A  tankard  of  spiced  ale 
with  a  toast  in  it." 

The  two  friends  shook  hands  and  sat  down  to  scan 
each  other's  faces.  Jasper  was  thinner,  graver, 
quieter ;  though  the  old  imp  was  beginning  to  peep 
again  out  of  the  window  of  his  eye.  Sim  was  rosy 
and  chubby  as  he  used  to  be ;  his  short  nose  was 
thickened  a  little  perhaps,  and  reddened  by  dissi- 
pation, his  chin  inclining  to  a  double. 

"  How  much  better  like  this  cherub  to  have  been 
born  without  a  conscience,"  Jasper  thought,   "  than 
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to  be  troubled  with  one  which  alternates  between 
torpor  and  fitful  throbbing  \" 

Sim  Ames  was  full  of  the  dear  old  England  that 
Jasper  loathed  so;  the  England  who  danced  and 
junketed  whilst  her  warrior  sons  abroad  were  bleed- 
ing for  her  sake — was  full  of  the  balls  and  galas, 
ridottos  and  masquerades,  hurricanes  and  drums — 
of  the  jovial  devil-may-care  thoughtless  festive 
court -life  which  he  had  been  leading  under  the 
auspices  of  Lord  Bute.  Then  when  he  found  his 
comrade's  attention  wandering  he  called  for  another 
tankard,  and  spoke  of  Hannah  and  Sot's  Hole. 

"  She  has  never  forgotten  you,"  he  said.  "  She 
still  sits  as  she  used  to  do  under  the  gibbet,  though 
Rann  and  McLean,  taken  away  piecemeal  by  the 
crows,  have  long  since  had  their  places  filled  by 
others.  She  talks  of  you  often  as  of  one  who  has 
crossed  Styx,  and  really  is  more  mad  than  ever." 
Then  a  shade  of  disgust  passed  over  the  speaker's 
features  as  he  proceeded.  "  She's  the  most  useful 
old  hag  that  ever  was,  for  now  she  has  established 
a  secret  set  of  crucibles,  big  shears,  and  a  vice,  and 
will  cut  up  plate  and  melt  it  in  no  time  while 
you  wait.  She's  a  brimstone  angel,  is  the  witch 
of  Rosemary  Mead,  who  seems  to  delight  in  egging 
on  a  future  victim  to  his  fate,  but — I  protest  that 
menagerie  of  hers  fills  me  with  horror  who  am  not 
squeamish.  I  have  threatened  to  demolish  it,  but 
then  she  turned  so  fiercely  on  me  that  I  was  abashed. 
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At  the  bare  suggestion  she  ground  her  teeth,  glaring 
like  a  hyaena,  and  swore  by  the  blood-stained  sun 
that  if  I  meddled  with  her  mimic  Fleet  she  would 
betray  us  all  to  justice,  and  every  quivering  nerve 
told  that  she  meant  it  too.  Of  course  I  could  have 
silenced  her  as  you  did  his  Grace's  footman/'  ha 
added  with  a  light  laugh,  "  but  I  would  rather  put 
up  with  the  starved  dogs  and  cats,  though  their 
howls  make  my  flesh  creep.  Her  spare  time  is  spent 
as  usual  in  the  graveyards,  or  at  Tyburn,  prowling 
among  the  dead  or  those  about  to  die.  It  is  a 
frightful  phase  of  madness — a  horrible,  deliberate, 
persistent  craving  for  revenge.  I  would  not  be 
Bambridge  if  ever  he  comes  within  her  claws.  By 
the  way,  I  caught  her  not  long  since  by  river-bank 
with  something  in  an  apron  which  she  tried  to  hide 
as  I  approached.  Aha  !  I  said  to  myself.  Fve 
caught  you,  have  I,  stealing  on  your  own  account 
goods  stored  with  you.  The  way  we  collectors  are 
pillaged  is  awful — by  one  and  by  another.  I  had 
quite  a  tussle  with  her,  for  she  is  all  sinew, 
and  what  do  you  think  it  was  ?  I  give  you  fifty 
guesses." 

"I  know  not,"  replied  Jasper,  only  half  attending 
to  his  chatter. 

u  A  greyhound  puppy — such  a  pretty  beast.  You 
are  not  listening  although  you  ought,  for  whose 
name  do  you  think  she  scrawled  upon  the  prison- 
door  next  day,  under  the  doomed  ones  of  Bambridge 
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and  of  Corbett  ?     You  won't  guess  ?     Well — that 
of  your  sister,  her  Grace  of  Tewkesbury." 

Sim  concluded  his  story  with  a  flourish,  and  was 
charmed  with  its  effect.  Jasper  jumped  up  and 
struck  the  table  with  his  fist. 

c(  My  sister  !     What  can  she  mean  ?" 
"  Lunacy  I  imagine/'   returned   Sim  dryly.     "  It 
is  not  wonderful  that  she   should  be  struck  by  her 
Grace's  name.     It  is  often  enough  bandied  in  coarse 
mouths." 

Jasper  looked  at  Sim  with  a  frown  of  perplexity. 
Tkeu,  his  eye  wandering  across  the  street,  he  ob- 
served one  of  the  too  numerous  Hanoverian  officers 
leaning  against  the  door-post  of  the  Feathers  over 
the  way,  displaying  the  fall  of  his  back  as  he 
sucked  a  pipe  to  the  admiration  of  a  circle  of  small 
children. 

"  How  offensive  are  these  mercenaries  !"  he 
muttered.  <e  The  King's  overweening  partiality 
makes  them  monstrously  impudent.  Sim,"  he 
said,  withdrawing  his  eyes  from  the  displeasing 
spectacle,  "your  Quaker  costume  does  not  denote 
repentance  then  ?  You  coquet  with  Rosemary  Mead 
although  in  the  royal  service." 

Sim  burst  into  a  peal  of  laughter.  "  When  on 
duty  I  am  splendid  in  an  equerry's  uniform,"  he 
chuckled,  "  and  captain  of  such  a  band  !  If  my 
Lord  Bute  had  wanted  to  drill  a  gang  of  reprobates 
to  my  hand  he  could  not  have  worked  better.     Like 
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all  pompous  men  he  is  a  coward,  and  has  so  incensed 
the  people  that  he  dares  not  move  an  inch  without 
his   retinue    of   bruisers,  and   pinning  his  faith  to 
honest  nie,  has  placed  them  all  under  my  govern- 
ance.    There's  Nimming  Ned,  and  Mat  o'  the  Mint, 
Marjoram,  and  Rapine  John,  Cogging  Jack,  Pious 
George,  and    Ted  Barker  the  horse-breaker.      As 
fine  a  set  of  ruffians  I  warrant  you  as  belong  to  the 
Black-leg    Club,    which    meets  at  the  Pillory    and 
Tumbril   Tavern,   Tyburn.      For  a  time  after  you 
left,  Mr.  Pitt's  crimps   were   so  active  that  I  was 
glad  enough  to  stick  to  my  livery,  but  by  degrees 
things  quieted   a  bit  and  I  feigned  illness  now  and 
then  to  obtain  a  few  hours'  amusement  on  the  road. 
Many's  the  time  I've  longed  for  thee,  old  pal,  though 
Scratchpole  was  short  in  the  temper ;  for,  since  the 
memorable   night    when    I    played   pranks    with   a 
certain  ducal  shoe, -I  have  always  gone  alone.     You 
would  have  laughed  !     Three  days  back  I  went  upon 
the  scamp,  hearing*  that  a  certain  coal-merchant  was 
to  be  paid  twenty  pounds  in  coppers.     He   got  the 
sum,  and  packed  it  in  a  sack  amongst  the  coals.     It 
was  fixed  behind  his  saddle  by  a  cord  upon  which 
he  kept  one  hand  as  he  jogged  along.     I  followed, 
and  at  last  losing  patience  at  his  caution,  smote  him 
a  smart  rap  with  my  tinder-box  across  the  knuckles. 
Howling  he  raised  the  injured  fingers  to  his  mouth. 
In  a  trice  I  cut  the  string,  and  shifted  his  sack  from 
his  prad  to  mine,  and   giving  the  horse   a  parting 
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salute  sent  him  galloping,  while  the  old  fellow- 
bawled  for  mercy.  I  met  him  at  an  inn  next  day, 
where  I  laughed  to  hear  that  his  assailant  placed  a 
pistol  to  his  cheek.  'Twas  but  a  tinder-box.  The 
cold  touch  of  unexpected  metal  is  surprising  in  its 
effect.  How  dull  you  are,  lad  !  Of  what  use  is  my 
striving  to  amuse  you  ?  Come  now,  wake  up, 
Jasper,"  Sim  said,  rising  abruptly  in  his  earnest- 
ness and  laying  a  hand  on  each  of  his  companion's 
shoulders.  "I  should  have  sought  you  out,  but 
chance  hath  saved  me  the  trouble.  You  are  out  of 
sorts,  and  no  wonder,  for  the  army's  a  poor  game. 
Will  you  put  off  those  faded  tatters,  don  a  laced 
surtout,  and  start  on  the  road  once  more  ?  Not  as 
of  old.  Though  my  hands  have  been  at  rest  too 
much,  my  nimble  brain  has  not.  I  have  been  con- 
fined of  a  brilliant  bit  of  genius — a  stupendous 
idea ;  one  which  will  render  danger  small  and  profit 
great.  I  am  thinking  of  making  my  fortune,  and 
yours  too  as  well." 

As  Jasper  remained  silent,  listlessly  watching  the 
affected  graces  of  the  German  opposite,  Sim  pro- 
ceeded to  explain  his  project  in  an  undertone. 

Why  not  (such  was  his  suggestion)  establish  a 
regular  gang  with  watchwords,  rendezvous,  and 
codes  of  signals  ?  The  name  of  Scratchpole  as  a 
chief  would  alike  instil  terror  into  the  thief-takers 
and  confidence  into  the  band.  He,  Sim,  would  act 
as   second  in  command.     A   system  might  be  or- 
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ganised  such  as  must,  by  its  complicated  ramifica- 
tions, throw  justice  off  the  scent.  A  farm  might  be 
taken  on  lease  somewhere  by  the  seaside,  from 
which  dangerous  goods  could  be  shipped  on  the 
quiet  to  Helvcetsluys,  and  which  might  also  be 
used  as  a  point  de  depart  in  case  of  hue  and  cry. 
With  money  obtained  upon  the  road  a  smack  or  two 
might  be  purchased.  On  the  first  alarm  the 
"  spotted  "  member  of  the  gang  would  ride  thither 
centre-h-terre.  The  best  of  horseflesh  would  defy 
pursuers.  He  would  embark  at  once  and  remain 
abroad  instead  of  undergoing  the  process  of  con- 
cealment in  a  cupboard  on  bread  and  water  (so 
degrading  to  a  gentlemanly  soul),  such  as  was  the 
usual  custom  when  warrants  were  out  and  victims 
wanted.  Even  if  suspicious  things  were  found  at 
this  farm,  what  more  natural  than  that  they  should 
have  been  picked  up  as  a  prize  at  sea  by  one  of  the 
myriad  privateers  ?  Actually  (so  does  Heaven  help 
those  who  help  themselves)  there  was  a  man  he 
wotted  of,  an  ancient,  half-retired  usurer,  who  abode 
not  fifteen  miles  from  Dover,  who  was  always  ready 
to  take  things  on  trust — a  jewel  of  a  man  who  was 
so  occupied  with  cultivating  bulbs  that  he  never 
stirred  five  miles  from  home — a  ruby  of  a  man  who 
asked  no  questions — a  diamond  of  a  man  who  kept 
his  gold  hidden  somewhere  underground ;  who 
would  give  it  freely  in  return  for  valuables,  which  he 
would  bury  in  the  same  vault.  "  Such  a  man,"  Sim 
vol.  11.  29 
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argued,  "  would  never  know  or  care  whether  things 
were  advertised  or  not.  They  would  go  into  his 
limbo,  for  his  fancy  was  of  an  accumulative  turn, 
there  to  remain  probably  until  he  died — or,"  Sim 
added  slyly,  "  was  relieved  of  them.  What  fun," 
he  said,  "  to  allow  the  curmudgeon  to  store  our 
goods  rent  free,  and  some  day  pouncing  down  to 
sweep  away  the  lot  !" 

The  merry  conceit  of  a  professional  shark  thus 
overreaching  himself  was  so  delicious  that  Sim 
danced  a  step  or  two  upon  the  sanded  floor,  holding* 
his  hand  out  with  a  courtly  wrist-turn  as  though 
Mrs.  Mole  the  wig-maker,  whom  he  professed  to 
adore,  were  moving  a  minuet  with  him. 

Jasper  still  said  nothing.  Grimly  he  kept  staring 
at  the  German  officer,  who,  tired  of  his  juvenile 
audience,  showed  signs  of  coming  across  the  way. 

"  By-the-bye,"  Sim  asked,  "  what  became  of  his 
Grace's  watch  to  which  you  took  such  a  fancy  ?  Do 
you  know  that  it  was  belled  all  over  the  town  ? 
We  were  quite  sick,  of  hearing  about  the  image  on 
it  of  Susannah  and  the  Elders." 

"  I  have  it  still,"  Jasper  rejoined,  "  and  I  mean 
to  keep  it,  being  never  likely  to  be  searched,  for  I 
have  given  up  the  road." 

Sim  stopped  his  dancing  to  have  a  good  look  at 
him. 

"  For  good  ?  You  are  not  in  earnest  ?"  he  said 
decidedly.     "  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  prefer 
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soldiers'  fare  and  soldiers'  wages  to  the  excitement 
and  emolument  of  the  old  trade  ?  You,  who  were 
wont  to  say  that  a  bastard  owed  nothing  to 
society  V3 

Jasper  winced  but  answered  not;  and  yet  this 
shaft,  Sim  knew  by  experience,  used  to  go  quivering 
home.  Matters  were  becoming  serious.  He  whistled 
to  himself  reflectively  as  he  concluded  his  trip  by 
turning  the  phantom  beauty  in  the  last  figure  and 
making  his  final  bow. 

"Well;  if  not  now,  to-niorrow,"  he  shrewdly 
thought.  "  He  has  not  been  here  long  enough  for 
the  old  virus  to  flood  his  mind  again.  If  time  were 
given  it  would  be  certain  to  do  so,  for  the  salient 
points  were  as  they  used  to  be.  Jasper  was  a 
bastard  still,  of  course;  Bambridge  was  still  the 
triumphant  Satan  of  the  Fleet ;  the  outflow  of  his 
shattered  idiotic  victims  was  not  diminished,  for  he 
managed  somehow  to  keep  up  his  fiendish  tricks 
despite  the  crimping  and  Mr.  Pitt's  rage  for  human 
powder.  With  a  little  patience  Jasper's  evil  spirit 
must  surely  regain  the  mastery,  and,  maddened 
once  more  by  his  surroundings,  Scratchpole,  the 
redoubtable  one,  would  live  again." 

So  Sim,  quite  easy  in  his  mind  (for  he  knew  that 
in  any  case  his  companion  was  too  loyal  to  betray 
confidences),  waived  his  plans  for  the  present  and 
listened  to  fervid  rhapsodies  about  Quebec  and 
Crownpoint,  and  Wolfe  and  Washington,  washing 

29—2 


132  LADY  GRIZEL. 


down  such  dry  reminiscences  with  mighty  draughts 
of  ale. 

The  soldier  sighed  as  he  talked.  It  all  seemed 
so  long  ago ;  the  land  of  promise  was  so  far  away — 
a  mirage  hovering  over  an  interminable  stretch  of 
sea.  Then  Sim  told  of  the  budding  patriot — of 
Colonel  Wilkes,  the  gay,  the  dissipated,  the  fright- 
ful to  look  upon,  the  debonair.  Of  how  that 
gallant  but  immoral  commander  of  militia  was 
arming  himself  as  the  champion  of  the  individual 
oppressed,  just  as  Mr.  Pitt  was  the  champion  of  the 
abstract  people.  Of  how,  being  bitten  by  a  con- 
suming love  for  his  fellow-man,  he  was  hurling 
shafts  of  ridicule  at  King  and  court,  singling  out 
for  especial  satire  old  Jezebel  and  her  Scotch  lover. 
He  told  of  the  growing  insolence  of  that  inflated 
lord  his  master;  of  his  semi-regal  levees;  of  the 
crowds  of  Scottish  beggars  who  were  swarming  to 
London  from  the  north.  Of  how  the  fickle  mob 
were  growing  infatuated  with  their  new  leader,  who 
flung  out  Magna  Charta  as  a  standard,  rushing  after 
his  carriage  as  they  did  after  that  of  the  Great 
Commoner,  who  was  known  to  look  coldly  on  the 
colonel  as  a  charlatan.  To  all  this  Jasper  hearkened 
with  deep  interest.  Was  this  the  leader  at  last 
whom  he  had  seen  in  dreams  —  who,  instead  of 
soaring  like  an  eagle  towards  the  sun  of  glory, 
would  be  content  quietly  to  sweep  abuses  with  a 
plodding  broom  ?     Such  a  leader  he  was  prepared 
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to  follow  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  How  singularly 
men's  characters  change.  It  is  said  that  no  youth 
who  has  sown  no  wild  oats  will  develop  into  a  man 
of  independent  thought  and  action  such  as  leaves  a 
mark  upon  his  time.  At  all  events,  Wilkes  had 
been  wild  enough  in  all  conscience.  Strange  if  he 
were  to  turn  out  a  practical  philanthropist  ! 

All  at  once  Sim  laid  his  hand  on  his  friend's  arm 
with  a  movement  of  caution. 

"  That  German  monkey  who  has  been  playing 
the  fool  for  an  hour  past  is  wending  hither.  Having 
seen  us  talking  he  must  needs  pry.  German  varlets ! 
Vain  as  peacocks,  empty-pated  as  a  tankard  when 
I've  had  my  lips  to  it,  overbearing  because  King- 
George  decides  that  no  German  can  do  wrong. 
Yet  have  we  our  revenge,  for  they  drink  in  gambling 
with  their  mother's  milk.  There's  no  sin  in  fleecing 
them.  Let  him  come ;  we'll  have  him  at  pricking 
in  the  belt." 

Jasper  smiled.  He  was  not  averse  to  seeing  the 
odious  mercenary  mulcted,  but  pointing  to  his  own 
coat  declared  that  his  Majesty's  uniform  must  not 
be  sullied. 

Sim  looked  hurt.  These  objections  were  frivolous 
and  carping ;  unworthy  of  the  hero  who  had  been 
Scratchpole. 

"  Never  mind,"  he  said,  "  thou  shalt  be  the  Legg- 
Cull  who  seemeth  to  spoil  sport  by  hints  of  swind- 
ling." 
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The  German  banged  open  the  two  doors  with  a 
contemptuous  glance  into  the  cellar  underneath, 
and  sitting  down,  clamoured  for  a  stoup  of  wine. 
Gravely,  with  his  back  turned,  Sim  produced  a 
strip  of  leather  with  holes  at  distances  and  a  wooden 
skewer  attached  by  a  long  string.  The  action  of 
the  string  was  peculiar,  for,  concealed  by  orna- 
mental bows  and  plaitings,  there  was  a  slip-knot 
which,  by  sleight  of  hand,  could  be  set  free  or 
fastened.  Unless  this  knot  were  loosed  the 
skewer  when  thrown  could  not  possibly  touch  the 
extreme  hole,  yet  the  feat  seemed  so  simple  that  a 
novice  would  persist  in  striving  at  it  till  his  thirty- 
six  shilling  pieces  vanished  like  vapour.  The  knot 
unloosened,  Sim  began  to  play,  dropping  the  pin 
into  its  place  with  extreme  dexterity. 

"  Will  you  bet  against  me,  sir  ?"  he  inquired  of 
Jasper,  but  the  latter,  again  pointing  to  his  coat, 
answered : 

{C  It  would  not  become  my  cloth." 

Swiftly  Sim  pricked,  missing  the  hole  now  and 
again. 

"Well,  for  a  hero  you  are  pusillanimous,"  he 
laughed.  "  No  matter.  I'll  practise  a  bit,  for  it  is 
not  so  easy  as  it  looks." 

The  German's  oyster-eyes  were  riveted  on  the 
toy.  The  spirit  of  gambling  upon  which  Lord 
Bute's  equerry  reckoned  was  not  to  be  resisted. 

"  It's  not  difficult,"  he  shouted,  "  and  de  uniform 
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is  nix.  Hero  ?  Pfui  !  sist  Spitzbubenspielerei. 
Das  kleinste  Kindlein  can  do  dat." 

•Jasper  said  never  a  word,  though  his  brow 
darkeDed  at  the  lofty  contempt  with  which  the 
carpet-knight  looked  upon  his  own  smug  dress, 
then  at  the  frayed  worsted  epaulettes  of  the  other. 
Fine  feathers  make  fine  birds.  The  arrogant  mer- 
cenary was  bringing  his  punishment  upon  himself. 
It  was  no  part  of  his  duty  to  pluck  him  thence. 

The  game  commenced  and  waxed  warm.  In 
Sim's  hand  the  skewer  flew  like  an  arrow  to  a  bull's- 
eye;  in  his  adversary's  it  always  fell  an  inch  short. 
He  swore  and  cursed  and  foamed — but  payed. 
Rising  in  his  passion  he  banged  his  fist  through  the 
window  behind  Jasper's  head,  scattering  fragments 
of  glass  in  showers.  Sim  roared  with  delight ;  it 
was  such  fun  to  fool  this  conceited  jackanapes. 
Jasper  looked  gloomier  and  gloomier,  but  still  took 
no  heed  of  the  chafing  animal.  The  German  mis- 
took the  Englishman's  calm  for  cowardice,  and 
authoritatively  bade  him  call  to  the  drawer  for 
more  ale.  Grimly  Jasper  obeyed.  More  ale  was 
brought. 

"  Unless  I  use  a  charm  drink  may  change  my 
luck,"  Sim  cried  with  a  sly  wink.  "  Here's  a 
health  to  the  fairest  woman  in  all  England,  the 
favourite  toast,  her  Grace  the  Duchess  of  Tewkes- 
bury !" 

The  captains  in  the  fuddling  ken  below  heard  and 
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clinked  their  mugs  with  loud  applause.  Everybody 
was  always  ready  to  drink  to  the  beautiful  wild 
Duchess,  for  beauty  covereth  a  multitude  of  sins. 

"  Wie  meinst  du  das  V  scoffed  the  German. 
"  Sie  ist  nur  eine  Buhlerinn." 

"  Liar  ! "  shrieked  Jasper  ;  for  the  unlucky 
foreigner  had  innocently  thrown  the  one  barb  which 
was  certain  of  rousing  him  from  assumed  apathy. 
He  merely  intended  to  air  a  little  extra  impertinence 
by  repeating  idle  scandal  which  he  had  often  heard 
bandied,  and  was  no  little  surprised  to  find  a  pint  of 
beer  dabbled  with  rouge  streaming  from  his  face  on 
to  his  spick  and  span  uniform.  Drawing  his  sword, 
Jasper  smote  him  with  the  flat  of  his  blade  across 
the  nose,  evoking  thereby  a  rosy  spout  to  rival  the 
reddened  ale.  "  Liar  ["  he  repeated.  "  Beggar, 
driven  from  a  bankrupt  state  to  munch  our  leavings ! 
Hanover !  Pooh !  A  purblind  little  principality 
where  torture  is  still  legally  administered.  Hanover ! 
If  I  were  Mr.  Pitt  I'd  sponge  it  out  of  Europe. 
Hanover  !  A  dung-hill  on  which  gobbles  a  despic- 
able little  turkey-cock  !  No,  I  won't  be  quiet.  Are 
we  to  be  ridden  roughshod  by  beer- sodden  rascal- 
lions — is  England  to  become  a  mere  province  to  a 
paltry  Electorate  V 

"  Hush,  hush  \"  cried  Sim  in  genuine  concern, 
trying  to  stop  his  mouth.  But  his  pent-up  ire  had 
broken  loose,  and  was  not  to  be  so  easily  stemmed. 
Ever   since   he   beheld   the   conflict   at   the    Nore, 
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between  the  returned  ship's-crew  and  the  invading 
crimps,  his  recovered  temper  had  been  souring 
again.  The  dread  avenue  of  hanging  bodies  which 
led  to  the  City  of  the  Gallows  ;  the  besotted  robbers 
in  their  cart;  the  swarms  of  maimed  and  halt, 
crippled  through  one  miscreant's  villainy,  who  still 
lived  at  ease  and  prospered  •  the  inordinate  display 
of  insulting  wealth  beside  a  penury  without  parallel 
— all  these  things  were  so  many  stabs  in  a  heart 
rendered  morbidly  sensitive  by  its  own  weight  of 
trial.  It  has  been  said  that  the  back  hardens  to 
the  lash ;  a  false  axiom.  Skins  already  tough  may 
become  tougher;  the  sensitive  cuticle  wears  thin, 
writhing  the  more  convulsively  under  a  thong,  as 
though  by  a  flogging  away  of  fibre  the  very  nerves 
could  be  laid  bare.  The  antennas  of  Jasper's  intel- 
ligence were  constantly  being  wounded.  What 
wonder  that  they  should  have  grown  stunted  and 
awry  ?  Since  his  return  from  Canada  he  had  striven 
hard  to  reason  with  himself,  arguing  inwardly  that 
for  some  inscrutable  cause  his  share  of  woes  was 
greater  than  other  men's,  and  that  his  best  weapon 
of  defence  was  endurance,  passive  and  complete. 
But  he  must  have  been  more  than  man  to  have 
stood  calmly  by,  whilst  his  sister  was  having  dirt 
cast  at  her  by  one  of  the  vulgar  mercenaries  whom 
all  true  Englishmen  abhorred.  Mr.  Pitt  was  a 
delusion  with  his  unpractical  dreams  of  glory.  Out 
on  him  !     What  excuse  had  he  for  permitting  the 
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fatherland  to  be  infested  with  such  offensive  vermin 
as  the  King's  favourite  guards  ? 

Therefore  Jasper,  fairly  roused  from  apathetic 
seeming,  became  again  reckless  Scratchpole,  whose 
mission  was  to  flog  society,  and  he  said  things  better 
left  unspoken  by  one  who  wears  his  Majesty's  own 
uniform. 

The  petticoat-pensioners,  captains,  sharpers, 
flocked  up  from  their  cellar,  sniffing  a  riot  as 
vultures  sniff  carrion  (for  did  not  riot  mean  for 
them  unguarded  pockets,  swinging  watch-ribbons, 
pocket-handkerchiefs  galore  ?),  and  loudly  applauded 
the  soldier's  sentiments.  Vainly  did  calculating 
Sim  essay  to  stop  them.  He  had  raised  a  demon 
whom  he  could  not  lay.  Prudence  is  valour's 
younger  sister,  so  tucking  Jasper's  arm  through  his 
he  tried  to  force  him  thence.  But  Jasper  declined 
to  go.  Thrusting  Sim  aside  he  smote  the  foreigner 
again,  shouting  out,  "  That  for  your  airs,  you 
beggarly  cur  !  Human  butcher's  meat  which  every 
German  lord  sells  to  the  shambles  of  a  foreign 
prince  !" 

The  German  gave  a  yell  of  rage,  and  the  two  were 
rolling  over  and  over  in  the  gutter.  The  Feathers 
were  enchanted  that  a  riot  should  arise  in  the  oppo- 
sition premises.  A  face  cut  in  sarcastic  lines, 
adorned  with  an  amazing  squint,  poked  out  of  an 
upper  window  and  clapped  both  combatants  as 
though  it  were  a  cockfight.     Sim  did  his  best  to 
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separate  the  combatants,  and  got  well  pummelled  by 
both  (as  is  the  usual  fate  of  peace-makers) ;  the 
denizens  of  the  cellar,  especially  the  Irish  captains, 
playfully  thumped  each  other  in  eye  or  nose.  A 
cheer  was  raised  for  Colonel  Wilkes,  who  knew 
better  than  to  be  pummelled  for  meddling,  and  all 
would  have  concluded  to  universal  satisfaction — 
— everybody  would  have  gone  home  healthfully 
phlebotomised  —  had  not  odious  spiteful  Anagke 
stepped  in — that  envious  horrid  marplot. 

Two  officers  were  seen  to  clank  through  Cripple- 
gate,  who  attempted  to  steer  clear  of  what  seemed 
an  ordinary  mob -riot,  until  they  descried  the  two 
uniforms  rolling  in  the  mud. 

One  was  General  Marquis  of  Granby  (recently 
returned  from  Germany)  ;  the  other  my  Lord 
Bellasis. 

Their  advent  put  an  end  to  Colonel  Wilkes's  cock- 
fight, to  his  no  small  chagrin,  for  he  loved  sport. 
The  Irish  captains,  etc.,  sneaked  to  their  burrow. 
Jasper,  his  face  torn  and  bleedmg,  his  raven  locks 
hanging  about  his  face,  stood  up  sulkily.  The  irate 
Teuton  foamed,  raved,  and  sputtered,  as  he  mopped 
his  face. 

"  He  is  ein  Scbweinhund  !"  he  gasped.  "  He 
called  his  Majestiit  a  cock  on  a  dunghill.  He 
sheated  me  of  mein  money,  he  and  his  freund. 
He  abused  mein  Vaterland.  He  is  ein  (wie  heissen 
Sie  das  ?)  one  blackleg  \" 
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"  Wliat  unseeniely  scuffle  is  this/'  demanded  the 
Marquis  severely,,  "  in  London  streets  ?  A  public 
scandal  brought  about  by  soldiers.  For  shame ! 
Discipline  must  be  kept  up ;  an  example  made. 
Gentlemen,  your  swords." 

Jasper  bowed  his  head  sullenly.  A  woman  with 
a  wild  scream  burst  through  the  group  of  spectators 
and  hung  about  his  neck. 

"  Don't  take  him  to  Bambridge — not  to  Bain- 
bridge  !"  she  implored.  (( He  is  a  ghost,  good 
gentlemen,  who  will  presently  flit  away.  He  has 
come  back  for  an  instant.  I  knew  he  would.  Oh  ! 
how  I  have  watched  for  your  coming,  Jasper  \"  she 
wailed,  as  she  parted  her  long  grey  elf-locks  with 
skinny  fingers.  "I've  watched  in  the  night — 
watched  in  the  churchyard — but  never  found  you. 
I  knew  you  would  come  back  to  me.  I've  searched 
each  stone  with  my  finger  for  your  name." 

Closer  and  closer  she  hung  about  his  neck — weird 
old  Hannah,  whose  muscles  worked  like  cords  through 
the  yellow  flaccid  skin  of  her  visage,  while  the  long 
tattered  weather- coloured  cloak,  from  which  she 
never  parted,  clung  in  meagre  folds  around  her 
bony  figure.  With  a  discordant  laugh  she  peered 
up  in  his  face. 

11  What  is  your  name,  Jasper  ?  I've  never  heard 
it,  never  heard  it.     Won't  you  tell  me  ?" 

Then,  with  the  easily-turned  attention  of  madness, 
whispered  in  confidential  accents  : 
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"  Bambridge  and  Corbett  are  both  very  sick.  I 
heard  them  bark  and  whine  last  night  more  than 
their  wont.  Kejoice,  Jasper,  for  they'll  die  soon — 
the  wretches  that  blighted  us." 

"  What  is  his  name  indeed,  poor  fellow  \"  mur- 
mured Lord  Bellasis. 

"  Who  is  this  woman  ?  Where  do  you  live  V 
demanded  my  Lord  Granby. 

Hannah  turned  her  head  as  it  lay  pillowed  on  the 
soldier's  breast,  and  shrieked  out  with  a  suddenness 
which  made  them  start : 

"Under  Tyburn  tree — brave  Tyburn  tree  V3 

Jasper  endeavoured  to  unclasp  her  arms,  as  he 
said,  looking  at  Lord  Bellasis  : 

"  That  German  vermin  there  insulted  the  Duchess 
of  Tewkesbury,  and  I  drubbed  him.  I  have  yet  to 
learn  that  his  Majesty's  regulations  forbid  his 
troops  to  defend  their  private  honour.  My  Lord 
Bellasis  and  I  are  no  strangers.  If  he  chooses  he 
can  speak  to  my  character." 

My  Lord  Bellasis  coloured,  and  said  hurriedly  to 
the  Marquis  : 

"  He  is  right.  I  do  know  him  well.  His  temper 
is  unfortunately  turbulent,  yet  is  he  an  admir- 
able soldier.  He  saved  my  life  on  Abraham's 
heights,  and  was  honourably  mentioned  for  many 
a  brave  deed.  I  assure  your  lordship  that  this 
is  a  peculiar  case.  He  is  the  bastard  brother 
of   her    Grace    of   Tewkesburv,"    he   added    in   an 
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embarrassed  whisper,  as  though  the  name  stuck  in 
his  throat. 

11  He  called  his  Majestat  a  cock,  and  Hanover  a 
dunghill  \"  vociferated  the  Teuton,  who  saw  himself 
worsted,  for  none  were  there  to  speak  for  him. 

"  He  is  a  loyal  soldier,  who  never  said  anything 
of  the  sort,"  retorted  my  lord  with  hauteur.  "  He 
hath  bled  for  his  King,  which  is  more  than  you  ever 
did,  except  from  the  nose  in  a  tavern  brawl.  My 
word  will  be  taken,  I  suppose,  before  that  of  this 
adventurer." 

The  German  impotently  ground  his  teeth,  but 
popular  opinion  was  against  him.  A  murmur  rose 
from  the  cellar  of  "  Bravo." 

At  mention  of  my  Lady  Grizel  old  Hannah  looked 
up  and  stared  with  troubled  gaze  into  Jasper's  face, 
while  she  rubbed  her  forehead  as  though  striving  to 
rake  thence  some  long-buried  memory. 

"  What  was  it ;  oh !  what  was  it  ?"  she  kept 
muttering.  (C  And  I  have  it  not  about  me ;  for  I 
dug  a  hole  under  the  gibbet  and  whispered  the 
secret  to  the  earth.  It  is  there.  The  ground  holds 
it  for  me.  He — her  brother  !  The  kin  of  her  who 
is  doomed  !  ;Tis  false.  They  call  me  mad,  the 
fools.  It  is  [he  who  is  mad — mad — mad — to  say 
so  !  Her  brother — no  !  He  is  a  ghost  come  back 
to  ask  why  his  name  hath  not  been  writ  upon  his 
tomb  !  Then  he'll  go  back  and  sleep,  and  old 
Hannah  will  watch,  will  watch,  till  her  time  comes." 
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Fondly  the  crone  threw  herself  again  upon  his 
bosom,  and  he  in  vexation  at  finding  himself  the 
centre  of  a  ridiculous  scene  in  a  public  street, 
unwound  her  fingers  and  roughly  threw  her  from 
him.  He  looked  round  for  Sim  Anies,  but  that 
cautious  gentleman  had  long  since  disappeared. 

Presently  Colonel  Wilkes  came  bowing  from  the 
Feathers.  He  and  my  Lord  Granby  were  good 
friends,  and  continued  so  to  the  end,  for  in  the 
stirring  events  of  which  Wilkes  was  destined  to  be 
the  chief  actor,  the  sturdy  General  always  persisted 
that  his  friend  was  in  the  right. 

The  Colonel  kissed  his  finger-tips  to  the  crowd, 
and  said  : 

"  What  a  hubbub  to  be  sure  !  I  took  a  quiet 
chamber  at  the  Feathers  to  do  my  writing  in,  and 
it's  like  a  bear-garden.  Having  been  an  accidental 
spectator  of  the  rumpus,  I  can  add  my  poor  testimony 
to  that  of  my  Lord  Bellasis.  The  swagger  of  these 
foreign  myrmidons  is  fearful.  The  Marquis  knows 
that  as  well  as  I.  They  are  pretty  sure  to  be  the 
aggressors  in  any  quarrel.  I  should  recommend 
that  this  dear  old  lady,  who  is  too  prone  to  screech, 
be  marched  at  once  to  Bedlam.  Will  your  lordships 
honour  me  by  breaking  a  bottle  at  the  Feathers  ? 
No  ?     Ah  !  a  pleasure  deferred  then!" 

Lord  Granby  turned  to  Jasper. 

1 '  Sir,"  he  said,  "  you  may  retain  your  sword,  for 
the  humiliation  of  a  brave  soldier  is  painful  to  me. 
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A  court-martial  will  be  justified,  I  trust,  in  acquitting 
you  of  blame." 

The  Marquis  and  Lord  Bellasis  passed  on  j  the 
crowd  dispersed ;  Hannah  rocked  to  and  fro  upon  a 
door- step  babbling  vague  nonsense  about  Lord 
Gowering's  daughter,  her  head  buried  in  her  hands. 
The  German,  who  had  been  ordered  to  follow  my 
Lord  Granby,  made  a  malevolent  grimace  at  his 
late  enemy  as  he  strode  away.  The  petticoat- 
pensioners  and  Irish  captains,  whilst  moistening 
their  throats  in  the  fuddling-ken,  vowed  that  it  was 
a  shame,  but  that  surely  it  would  go  ill  with  the 
man  who  had  flouted  his  Majesty  on  his  most 
tender  point.  A  slight  to  beloved  Hanover  never 
could  be  forgiven.  The  King  was  sure  to  hear  of 
it.  The  soldier  would  inevitably  be  broken  with 
ignominy.  Jasper,  overhearing  their  tattle,  knew 
that  they  were  right.  It  might,  too,  be  incon- 
veniently remembered  that  he  had  once  fought 
for  the  Pretender.  Yet  another  stroke  of  cruel 
Destiny ! 

Wilkes  tapped  him  kindly  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Cheer  up,"  he  observed,  "  a  better  day  is  dawn- 
ing. It  is  time  to  set  straight  the  chaos  of  our 
house.  None  respect  Mr.  Pitt  more  than  I  do ;  but 
he  sadly  needs  a  deputy  to  grub  away  the  dust 
which  he  is  himself  too  grand  to  see.  At  home  we 
must  help  ourselves,  since  the  French  engross  his 
whole  attention.      If  the  reign   of   tyranny  under 
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which  we  suffer  is  to  cease,,  we  must  do  something 
for  ourselves,  depend  upon  it." 

"What  have  I  done/'  cried  Jasper  in  despair, 
"that  clouds  should  wrap  me  the  instant  I  land 
upon  this  cursed  shore  ?  He  called  my  sister  by  a 
foul  name.  Are  a  man's  words  uttered  in  the  heat 
of  passion  to  be  taken  up  in  earnest  ?  I  am  the 
earthen  pipkin  that  cannot  avoid  the  iron  pot." 

"  Cheer  up,  I  say,"  Wilkes  whispered  as  he 
prepared  to  return  to  his  writing-.  "  I  am  to  be  the 
Cassandra  of  the  situation.  I  am  starting  a  news- 
paper which  shall  rouse  England.  It  is  to  be 
entitled  the  North  Briton  since  the  Scotch  just 
now  are  enjoying  every  favour.  Read  it  and  take 
comfort.  The  press  is  the  bulwark  of  our  liberties, 
instituted  to  open  a  purblind  people's  eyes.  Let  us 
follow  truth  where'er  she  leads.  Adieu.  Read 
your  North  Briton  as  it  comes  out,  and  be  wise." 

"It  is  all  very  well,"  muttered  Jasper.  "But 
before  he  has  roused  the  people  my  ruin  will  be 
complete.  As  he  says,  we  must  look  to  ourselves 
indeed." 

His  eye  rested  on  the  sword — notched  and  war- 
worn— which  Lord  Granby  had  returned  to  him 
Deliberately  placing  its  blade  across  his  knee,  he 
broke  it,  and  tossed  the  fragments  in  the  road. 

Sim  Ames,  peeping  out  of  the  dark  passage,, 
whistled  softly. 

"  Oh,  rash  soldier  \"  he  said,  laughing.     "  Such  a 
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fine  sword  with  a  shagreen  scabbard  which  hath 
made  the  American  campaign  V 

Shaking  himself,  Jasper  marched  into  the  sanded 
parlour  of  the  Lamb  and  Breeches,  heedless  of 
Hannah,  who  still  rocked  and  moaned;  and  loudly 
called  for  drink. 

"A  toast,  Sim,  a  toast!"  he  shouted,  while 
Hannah  looked  up  with  a  strange  smile.  "May 
the  toast  prove  a  more  lucky  one  than  the  last. 
Here's  to  the  health  of  the  new  gang.  May  the 
rich  writhe  under  its  scourge  for  years ;  may  we  live 
to  feed  upon  this  city's  vitals  till  our  teeth  drop  out 
from  age  \" 


CHAPTER  VI. 


HOLLAND     HOUSE. 


UTUMN  pinched  the  foliage  about 
Holland  House  till  it  flushed  and 
dropped  ;  then  set  to  work  with  windy 
besom  to  sweep  up  the  mess  she  had 
made,  and  so  trim  the  gardens  into  spick  and  span 
tidiness  for  the  proximate  approach  of  winter.  With 
untiring  zeal  she  raced  after  the  dead  relics  of 
summer,  hunting  them  out  of  holes  and  corners,  as 
they  trundled,  and  swirled,  and  romped ;  chasing 
them  round  tree-roots,  over  grassy  knolls,  down  the 
long  avenue,  till  their  flight  was  checked  suddenly 
by  a  magnificent  newly-gilt  grille  bespattered  with 
golden  H's  and  huge  coronets.  Frightened  by  the 
coronets  they  lay  still  for  a  moment  and  shivered, 
till  the  besom  urged  them  on  again,  tossing  them 
into  the  air,  hurrying  them  across  the  great  green 
and  over  the  low  wall  on  to  the  tesselated  platform 
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upon  which  opened  by  glass-doors  the  favourite 
sitting-room  of  the  Fox  family.  These  doors  were 
flung*  wide  open,  for  the  ladies,  as  most  English 
ladies  do,  delighted  in  fresh  air,  and  were  loath  to 
shut  out  the  last  pleasant  breezes  of  the  year  before 
the  advent  of  fog  and  counteracting  fires.  Golden 
IPs  and  huge  coronets  were  spattered  about  on 
doors  and  walls,  as  on  the  entrance  gate,  for  Mr. 
Fox  was  determined  (en  nouveau  milord)  that  none 
who  visited  him  should  forget  his  new  title,  if 
coronet  upon  the  brain  could  achieve  the  desired 
object.  So  he  plastered  them  on  walls,  ceilings, 
mats,  carpets;  and  people  even  said  that  he  used  a 
well-furred  one  for  a  nightcap,  and  wore  the  insignia 
of  his  rank  stamped  in  Dutch  metal  on  his  curl- 
papers. 

His  wife — elder  sister  to  the  Ladies  Gladys  and 
Sarah  Lennox,  who  were  on  a  visit  to  their  brother- 
in-law — was  in  bed  with  influenza  and  a  hot  water- 
bottle.  It  devolved  therefore  upon  my  Lady  Gladys 
to  play  hostess  on  this  especial  afternoon,  which  was 
to  witness  the  arrival  of  the  Princess  Dowager  and 
her  son  for  the  ostensible  purpose  of  sipping  syllabub. 
Both  she  and  Lady  Sarah  were  clad  in  their  best 
gowns,  and  whiled  away  the  time  by  twining  coronets 
and  IPs  on  a  tambour  frame  with  a  prospective  eye 
to  cushions.  My  lord  sat  opposite  to  them  in  his 
grand  brocaded  dressing-gown,  looking  out  across 
the  raised  platform  which  is  divided  by  a  low  parapet 
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from  the  great  green,  beyond  which  again  lies  the 
Kensington  high-road. 

As  we  peep  in  upon  the  party,  we  are  aware  that 
his  lordship  looks  embarrassed,  that  Lady  Sarah's 
temper  is  at  fever-heat,  that  Lady  Gladys,  who  has 
dropped  her  needle,  is  indulging  in  a  dreamy  reverie 
lulled  by  her  host's  monotonous  talk,  which  sounds, 
as  it  mingles  with  a  hum  of  distant  coach-wheels, 
like  a  far-off  rippling  murmur  of  the  sea.  Lad)' 
Sarah  waxes  more  and  more  wrathful,  her  foot  beats 
the  carpet  impatiently,  her  brows  are  knitted,  there 
is  a  fulness  about  the  orbit  such  as  we  mark  in  a 
child  who  is  preparing  to  scream.  Lord  Holland 
drones  and  flounders.  As  he  proceeds  she  wrinkles 
her  pert  little  nose  and  twitches  it  scornfully.  Poor 
Lady  Sarah  !  She  has  a  firm  belief  in  loves,  and 
doves,  and  constancy. 

Lord  Holland  found  at  length  that  he  was  getting 
the  worst  of  it,  so  he  thought  it  wise  to  close  the 
argument. 

"  I  advise  you  as  a  friend  to  give  it  up,"  he  said 
conclusively.  "By  persisting  you  will  only  make 
yourself  miserable,  and  me,  and  all  of  us.  Their 
side  is  too  strong  for  us.  I  know  that  the  boy  is 
obstinate — faithful  you'd  call  it,  I  suppose — but  it 
will  require  more  than  the  firmness  vouchsafed  to 
his  age  to  withstand  the  host  of  batteries  that  are 
brought  to  bear  on  him.  His  mother  won't  have  it 
because   she   wishes   to   retain   her   influence,    and 
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knows  you  for  a  little  termagant  who  might  scratch 
her  eyes  out.  Her  dear  friend  Lord  Bute  (really 
that  m&nage  is  shockingly  improper,  and  quite  a 
scandal!),  Lord  Bute  won't  have  it  for  the  same 
reason,  and  he,  let  me  tell  you,  grows  more  and 
more  formidable.  Since  Stone's  disgrace  he  has 
had  no  rival.  He  worms  and  worms,  and  screws 
like  a  gimlet,  and  hourly  gains  more  ascendency 
over  the  Prince.  I  foresee  the  day  when  the  young 
fellow  will  not  "be  able  to  blow  his  nose  without  Lord 
Bute  and  Mr.  Pitt.  Well,  that  man  is  a  puzzle  to 
me.  Mr.  Pitt's  Quixotic  notions  are  beyond  my  ken, 
but  they  seem  to  go  down,  judging  from  the  way  he 
is  worshipped  by  the  scum.  It  can  never  go  on  like 
this.  He  actually  declines  presents  from  foreign 
princes,  and  returned  t'other  day  certain  balances 
of  interest  which  ought  to  have  crept  into  his 
pocket.  The  man  will  die  a  beggar.  I  hope  he 
may,  for  the  example  is  deplorable.  Disinterest 
is  all  very  well,  but  doesn't  thicken  gravy  or  fill 
the  pot.  But  never  mind  that.  Mr.  Pitt,  whose 
will  is  law  half  over  the  world,  is  against  you, 
my  poor  girl,  and  for  my  sake  I  fear.  Years  ago 
we  were  rivals.  He  always  declared  my  selfish- 
ness would  swamp  the  ship.  Such  nonsense ! 
I  am  not  over-ambitious.  My  nest  is  feathered 
now.  I  am  content  and  too  comfortable  to  be 
dangerous." 

"  I  don't  care  a  fig  for  all  of  them,"  blurted  out 
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Lady  Sarah.     "  George  loves  rne.     For  my  sake  lie 
will  bear  all  their  bullying.     I  know  it." 

"  There  is  no  arguing  with  children  \"  remarked 
my  lord  with  a  yawn  and  a  shrug,  as  he  produced  a 
beautiful  knife  with  a  coroneted  handle,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  pare  his  nails.  "  It  is  a  bore  of  course 
having  all  this  fuss.  Though  really  I  care  about 
it  more  for  your  sake,  my  love,  than  mine.  You 
will  be  the  laughing-stock  of  the  town.  I  warn  you 
Hogarth  will  sell  caricatures  of  you.  That  nimble- 
witted  Wilkes  will  satirise  you.  The  beggars  will 
celebrate  your  thwarted  hopes  in  ballads.  What  a 
dreadful  picture  \" 

"  He  laughs  longest  who  laughs  last,"  muttered 
the  girl  with  distended  nostrils,  viciously  prodding 
the  canvas  with  her  needle. 

"  No  doubt,  my  dear,"  returned  the  other  dryly. 
"  But  believe  me,  you  will  not  be  the  last  to  laugh. 
Try  to  cultivate  meekness.    It  is  a  feminine  virtue." 

The  petulant  girl  sent  the  tambour-frame  spinning 
on  its  wheels  across  the  carpet,  thereby  awakening 
her  sister  from  her  reverie,  who  murmured  in  her 
sweet  low  voice,  "  Poor  Sarah  !  Women  always  go 
to  the  wall.     It  is  their  role." 

Sarah  stamped  her  foot,  and  clenching  her  fist 
turned  on  her  sister  with  flashing  eyes. 

"Oh  !  you  chicken-hearted,  mean-spirited  coward, 
you!"  she  cried.  "You  haven't  the  courage  of  a 
snail.     I  have  no  patience  with  you  and  that  flirt 
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Lord  Bellasis.  If  Henry  there  was  half  a  man  he'd 
ask  his  intentions  and  call  him  out.  He  plays  with 
you  like  a  doll.  His  attentions  prevent  anybody 
else  from  coming  forward,  and  in  the  end  he'll  leave 
you  in  the  lurch.  I'll  speak  to  him  myself  if  no  one 
else  will,  for  evidently  your  heart  is  set  upon  the 
wretch,  though  he's  no  fit  brother  for  a  Queen  of 
England  !" 

Lady  Gladys  looked  up  terrified. 

"  No,  no  !"  she  murmured.  "  Hold  your  peace, 
sister." 

"  Hark  to  Mrs.  Minx !"  laughed  his  lordship. 
<(  Queen  of  fiddlestick  !  Didst  ever  hear  of  spilt 
milk  and  broken  eggs  ?" 

"As  for  you,  they  have  bought  you.  I  know 
they  have,"  cried  the  brave  little  warrior,  thrusting 
a  lance  under  my  lord's  fifth  rib.  "  I  believe  they 
made  you  Lord  Holland  as  the  price  of  my  happi- 
ness." Her  voice  began  to  quiver  and  a  lump  rose 
in  her  convulsed  throat.  "  How  else  could  you 
deserve  your  peerage  ?  You  never  did  anything 
but  dip  your  hands  into  the  Treasury.  You  were  a 
coming  man,  but  never  fulfilled  your  promise.  Now 
you  are  lazy,  and  think  only  of  money-grubbing. 
I  may  be  a  child,  but  I  know  that  much,  for  I've 
heard  Mr.  Pitt  say  so  !  He  always  speaks  the 
truth." 

The  suddenness  of  the  attack,  and  the  straightness 
with  which  she  hit  her  mark,  disconcerted  my  Lord 
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Holland.  He  turned  red,  and  said  with  dignity, 
"  Mrs.  Minx  !  children  who  talk  nonsense  should  be 
slapped  and  put  in  the  cupboard." 

"  I  am  alone,"  she  went  on,  without  heeding  him. 
"  An  inexperienced  girl  against  a  crowd  of  cruel, 
cruel  men,  who  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  try  and 
break  her  heart.  But  George  and  I  will  stand  by 
one  another,  and  encourage  each  other,  and  we  will 
beat  you  all !  We  will.  For  George  is  true  and 
noble  as  he  is  handsome.  He  is  a  British  gentle- 
man born  and  bred — not  a  German  monkey  like  his 
parents.  Together  we  will  conquer.  If  not  I  shall 
die  of  shame,  for  I  could  not  stand  that  horrid, 
odious  Grizel's  jeers  I" 

"Well,  well  !  It  is  a  bad  job,"  remarked  Lord 
Holland  evasively.  "  I  must  go  and  dress  to  receive 
their  Eoyal  Highnesses.  There  is  your  horrid, 
odious  Grizel  coming  up  the  avenue.  My  word ! 
How  fine  she  is  with  her  monstrous  hat  and  diamond 
aigrette  !" 

The  Duchess,  nodding  and  waving  her  fingers  to 
the  girls,  descended  from  her  chariot  and  tripped 
across  the  grass,  carolling  an  artless  song. 

"  Girls  !  what  a  charming  day  \"  she  said.  ee  Just 
enough  wind  to  scourge  natural  blushes  to  our 
cheeks.  I  don't  like  autumn  though,  for  beneath 
the  soft  air  there  seems  always  to  lurk  a  chill. 
Autumn  is  a  terrible  symbol  of  fleeting  earthly  hap- 
piness.    Rain-drops  on  the  grass  !     You  are  much 
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more  countrified  than  we  at  Marybone.  Nature's 
tears.  I  vow  I  must  wash  my  face  in  them,  for  they 
have  the  property  of  bestowing  perpetual  youth." 

Her  skittish  Grace  stooped  down  and  performed 
the  ceremony,  which  she  was  always  ready  to  do  in 
order  to  show  the  world  that  although  approaching 
middle  age  her  marvellous  complexion  was  her  own. 
She  was  in  a  wicked  humour,  and  looked  down  on 
Lady  Sarah  'with  a  half -pitying,  half-contemptuous 
air,  under  which  the  latter  winced.  What  could 
her  ancient  enemy  mean  by  it  ?  Was  she  anxious 
to  grind  her  with  feminine  spite  under  the  heel  of  a 
'premiere  duchesse  as  long  as  she  might  ?  Well, 
she  had  it  her  own  way  at  present ;  but  queen  of 
fashion  though  she  were,  a  day  would  come,  and  that 
shortly  too,  when  a  Queen  of  England  should  put 
her  in  her  place.  Pretty  Lady  Sarah  promised 
herself  a  rich  harvest  of  revenge  in  the  future,  and 
so  for  the  present  affected  to  smile  good-humouredly . 

The  Duchess  saw  into  the  poor  maiden's  heart, 
and  laughed  her  cruel  laugh ;  then,  seizing  the  un- 
willing damsel  by  the  waist,  declared  it  was  her 
whim  to  feed  the  poultry. 

"  What  a  saucy,  coquettish  puss  \"  she  cried. 
"  Doth  she  know  who  comes  to  drink  syllabub  to- 
day, and  hath  she  donned  her  most  becoming  frock  ? 
Poor  me  !  I  am  a  hideous  married  harridan  now, 
yet  I  dare  say  in  my  time  I  did  the  same.  Tell  me 
quick,  what  think  you  of  this  sacque  V 
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She  stopped  on  the  gravel,  and  spinning  round 
executed  what  is  called  a  "  cheese."  What  a  sad 
pity  it  was  that  the  beaux  were  not  there  to  gaze  on 
her.  So  lovely  was  her  mischievous  face  in  alabaster 
shadow,  with  long  silken  lashes  drooping  on  each 
cheek;  so  full  of  fun  her  deep-blue  eyes  as  they 
flashed  from  under  the  shade  of  a  big  soft-toned 
hat ;  so  bewitching  was  her  superbly  rounded  bust, 
as  it  rose  out  of  a  centre  of  pale  wide- spread  skirts 
blown  out  to  a  prodigious  circumference  by  the 
operation  of  the  cheese.  Since,  as  before,  her 
marriage  she  kept  to  her  fancy  of  always  wearing- 
white  or  some  tender  tone  akin  to  it.  Round  her 
throat — blue-veined  and  ivory-tinted,  with  softly- 
modelled  transverse  lines  like  the  fairest  throat  in 
creation  (that  of  the  Milo  Venus)  —  she  wore 
habitually  a  black  velvet  band  fastened  in  front 
with  the  famous"  Tewkesbury  emerald — a  band 
which  threw  up  the  colour  of  the  brilliant  skin  at 
the  expense  of  the  perfect  throat.  Her  gown  was 
always  cut  square,  and  very  low,  draped  with  many 
folds  of  ancient  lace;  the  whole  so  delicate  in  grada- 
tion that  at  two  yards'  distance  you  could  not  swear 
as  to  the  precise  line  where  the  heaving  bosom  ended 
and  the  cunningly-devised  dress  began.  Perhaps 
it  was  as  well  that  the  beaux  were  not  there  to  view 
that  "  cheese,"  for  they  would  certainly  all  have  gone 
stark  staring  mad,  and  what  end  could  lunacy  serve 
now  that  the  celebrated  toast,  at  whose  feet  they 
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had  all  grovelled,  was  settled  down  at  last,  and  a 
duchess  ?  Although  she  was  an  enchantress,  there 
was  little  about  her  of  the  Circe.  More  contented 
than  she  used  to  be  with  the  world,  she  cared  not 
to  see  men  turned  to  swine.  But  as  to  worrying 
another  woman,  I  regret  to  say  that  she  was  not 
above  the  delicious  temptation,  and  was  here  at 
Holland  House  for  the  express  purpose  of  goading 
the  Prince's  lady-love. 

"  Scorpion  has  taste/'  she  decided,  as  rising  up 
she  twined  her  arm  again  round  Lady  Sarah's  waist. 
"  It  is  well  for  chits  like  you  to  ape  the  large- 
patterned  brocades  of  a  great  grandmother.  You 
look  in  that  yellow  silk  with  its  Queen  Anne 
stomacher,  like  some  old  woman  who  hath  quaff: ed  the 
Water  of  Life  and  become  young  again.  Those 
ropes  and  tassels  worked  in  silver  thread  are  well 
planned.  The  colour  too  is  ours.  So  I  take  to 
myself  the  compliment — merci !  Why,  there  is  the 
Princess  Dowager's  equipage  already,  with  Prince 
George  inside,  and  my  Lord  Bute  riding  behind, 
one  mass  of  mud,  pompous  but  rueful !  I  suppose 
the  mob  have  been  pelting  him  again.  Well,  he 
should  grow  used  to  their  rough  usage.  Is  it  not 
amazing  how  unpopular  he  is  ?  Nay  !  Thou  shalt 
not  heed  them,  Scorpion.  I  vow  I  must  and  will 
spend  half  an  hour  in  the  poultry-yard.  I  have 
become  so  staid  a  housewife  as  quite  to  dote  on  fowls. 
Come  with  me,  I  say  !" 
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Urged  by  some  imp  of  mischief  (for  she  was  in 
tremendous  spirits,  thanks  to  the  offensive  and 
defensive  alliance  recently  signed  between  herself 
and  Jasper),  the  Duchess  strove  with  her  strong  arm 
to  drag  the  girl  away.  But  love  was  stronger  than 
her  Grace's  arm.  Feeling  that  dearest  George  must 
be  looking  out  with  all  his  eyes  for  her,  she  broke 
away,  and  speeding  like  a  fawn  across  the  green 
proceeded  demurely  to  tie  up  winter  roses  to  the 
wall,  her  hands  raised  in  a  becoming  pose  which 
displayed  to  advantage  the  undulations  of  her  figure. 
Absorbed  by  this  guileless  task  she  was,  singularly 
enough,  seen  by  the  royal  party  as  they  passed — her 
neat  waist  shown  off  with  as  much  art  as  ever  was 
practised  by  experienced  Mrs.  Clive. 

The  Duchess  watched  her  from  afar  with  an  ex- 
pression of  pity  growing  on  her  face,  murmuring, 
' l  How  eagerly  do  ■  we  rush  blindfold  on  our  fate  ! 
Verily  it  is  a  humiliation  to  be  a  woman  I" 

The  carriage  rolled  so  near  as  almost  to  brush  the 
maiden's  dress.  A  paper  fell  at  her  feet.  Starting 
in  well-acted  surprise  she  looked  up.  The  Princess 
Dowager  caught  her  eye  with  a  malevolent  grin  of 
triumph.  Lord  Bute  scowled  as  he  still  wiped  the 
mud  from  off  his  nose.  Prince  George  alone  kept 
his  heavy  eyes  fixed  before  him.  His  lips  were 
white,  his  face  of  ashen  pallor.  The  carriage  whirled 
by  with  a  flutter  of  footmen  and  a  clatter  of  out- 
riders.    The  girl's  heart  tightened  with  vague  ap- 
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prehension,  succeeded  by  a  touch  of  pique.  He 
might  have  smiled  and  nodded  !  How  foolish  at 
his  age  to  be  afraid  of  that  vinegar  mother — a 
shameless  old  Jezebel  !  Really  he  must  be  taught 
to  be  less  craven.  Reverence  to  elders  is  all  very 
well,  but  when  it  clashes  with  decent  civility  to  a 
betrothed,  it  is  disgusting.  A  note,  tossed  at  her 
feet.  What  a  wonder  that  he  should  have  dared  so 
far  to  commit  himself  in  the  corkscrew  presence ! 
She  picked  it  up  and  opened  it.  A  faded  blossom 
and  a  few  pencilled  lines  from  Waller.  In  the  well- 
known,  dearly-loved  hand — so  round  and  childish, 
so  ill-spelt  and  blundering. 

"  Die,  rose,  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  that's  rare 
May  read  in  thee  ! 
How  small  a  part  of  time  they  share 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair  !" 

And  that  was  all.  What  could  it  mean  ?  No, 
no  !  That  were  not  possible.  A  foreboding  numbed 
her  heart,  which  she  put  from  her  with  angry  haste. 
Her  head  began  to  swim.  Clasping  both  hands 
about  her  temples  she  leaned  for  support  against 
the  wall,  crushing  its  freight  of  winter  roses — pink, 
pale,  scentless  things,  prematurely  blown.  Opening 
her  eyes  presently  with  a  long  shudder,  she  beheld 
the  tall  Duchess  smiling  sadly  down. 

"  Poor    Scorpion !     You   have   learnt   the    great 
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lesson  which  makes  or  mars  us  for  evermore  I"  she 
said,  laying  a  large  bejewelled  hand  upon  her 
shoulder.  "  I  am  sorry  for  you  because  that  you 
fear  is  true.  Courage,  child  !  Show  spirit.  Did  I 
not  warn  you  once  at  Fulham  that  the  fight  would 
be  an  unequal  one  ?  It  is  woman's  lot  to  be  man's 
plaything.  They  have  it  their  own  way  in  this 
world.  We  shall  turn  the  tables  on  them  in  the 
next.  Courage,  and  hide  your  wounds  !  If  we  are 
to  perish,  let  us  die  smiling.'" 

Lady  Sarah  shook  as  if  she  had  the  ague.  This 
woman's  pity  was  very  hard  to  bear.  Throwing  a 
bewildered  glance  around,  like  that  of  some  startled 
animal,  she  flung  the  Duchess's  hand  from  her  and 
sped  swiftly  to  her  little  room  through  the  corridors 
of  the  ivy-girt  mansion ;  whilst  her  Grace  slowly 
wagged  her  flapping  hat,  induced  so  to  do  by  a 
faded  old  diorama  of  retrospect  whose  creaking 
cylinders  evoked  as  they  moved  a  sensation  of 
mournful  regret. 

My  Lord  Holland  strutted  forth  in  his  very  best 
clothes  to  assist  at  the  Princess  Dowager's  alighting; 
but  that  fascinating  lady  was  too  indignant  at  my 
Lord  Bute's  handling  to  be  barely  civil  unto  him. 

"  Water,  water  !"  she  cried,  "  and  a  brush  and 
perfumes  !  L'Angleterre  n'est  bon  que  pour  les  cochons. 
Die  beebles  are  pigs.  I  am  one  mad  to  live  mit 
dem  !" 

And  in   truth   there  was   some  reason  for  bile- 
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her  favourite — lie  of  the  classic  leg  and 
Olympian  deportment — was  a  woful  spectacle — a 
male  Lot's  wife  turned  into  mud — for  the  mob, 
whose  virtuous  soreness  had  been  skilfully  played 
upon  by  Wilkes,  seized  the  opportunity  of  his  riding 
behind  the  royal  coach  to  favour  him  with  such  a 
shower  of  eggs,  cats,  dogs  (all  stale) ,  as  usually 
fell  to  the  lot  of  their  fellow-lieges  on  the  pillory. 

They  allowed  the  Princess  to  pass  for  her  boy's 
sake,  who  looked  so  ill  and  so  listless  as  he  sat  by 
her  side.  But  with  regard  to  the  favourite  it  was 
another  matter.  There  he  was  bobbing  up  and 
down,  a  solemn,  pompous,  ridiculous  mark  for  their 
gibes  and  sarcasms.  They  hurled  their  missiles  at 
him  gleefully.  They  quoted  lines  out  of  Colonel 
Wilkes's  last  pamphlet,  emphasizing  them  with 
feline  offerings  after  a  fashion  which  it  would  have 
done  that  newly-risen  star  good  to  witness.  A 
dilapidated  grimalkin,  whose  grave  for  some  days 
past  had  been  the  kennel,  spun  through  the  air  and 
alighted  on  his  breast.  Great  was  the  huzzaing  and 
clapping  of  hands.  The  footmen  with  the  burly 
shoulders,  flat  noses,  and  thin  calves,  were  ordered 
by  the  screeching  Princess  to  fly  to  his  assistance, 
but  he  wisely  bade  them  remain  neutral,  and  bore 
his  martyrdom  with  dignity.  And  every  inch  a 
martyr  he  looked  as  he  cleaned  his  muddy  face, 
while  the  servitors  of  Holland  House  groomed  and 
rubbed  him  down  with  many  a  covert  chuckle. 
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Not  till  lie  was  in  some   sort  made  presentable 
would  her  Highness  be  civil  to  her  host.     Then  she 
held  out  her  chalk- stoned  hand,  and  was  led  to  the 
front  saloon  where   Gladys  and  the  Duchess  waited 
respectfully,    and    where    a    bovine    face    presently 
chewed  the   cud  at   her  from  out  of  a  garland  of 
flowers.     It  was  de  rlgueur  in  the  matter  of  syllabub 
that  the  cow  should  be   milked  within  sight  of  the 
drinkers  of  that   delicious  beverage.     Consequently 
the  cow  appeared  in  decorous   course   at  the  open 
window.     A  comely  wench  curtsied,  then  sat  to  her 
work  on  a  three-legged  stool,  and  a  portly  butler 
stirred  and  mixed  the  j^otion  (gravely,  as  though  his 
spoon  was  a  thermometer),  which  was  made  up  of 
milk  and  alcoholic   liquid,  with  a  comforting  pre- 
ponderance of  the  latter.  A  few  draughts  of  syllabub, 
sipped  with  Arcadian  simplicity  out  of  my  Lord  Bute's 
beaker,  restored  the  Princess's  good  humour,  which, 
it  must  be  confessed,  was  no  little  increased  by  the 
remembered  vision  of   "  Scorpion-"  fainting  against 
the  garden  wall.     She  had  primed  and  lectured  her 
wretched  son,  but  was  not  without  fear  that  at  the 
last  moment  he  might  become  unruly  and  snap  his 
fingers    at    her.     Nothing    could   have    been   more 
admirable    than   his    demeanour    so    far.     AYithout 
looking  he  had  flung  a  paper,  which  was  rash  of 
him,    but   its   effect  was  to  be  applauded,  for  the 
damsel  on  reading  it  was  seen  to  reel  perceptibly. 
Where   was    she   vanished  ?     No    matter.     Girlish 
VOL.  II.  •// 
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waterworks  are  as  easily  set  flowing  as  stopped. 
No  doubt  she  was  gone  to  howl  in  private.  Every- 
thing was  delightful.  The  day,  the  trees,  and  wide- 
spreading  lawn,  the  saloons  with  their  lavish  display 
of  vertii,  the  cow  and  dairy-maid  ;  last,  not  least,  the 
syllabub. 

<e  Madgab,"  she  vowed,  ' '  was  more  of  a  coquette 
than  ever.  Her  robe  was  perfect,  so  was  her  hat. 
What  a  misfortune  that  Mr.  Reynolds  was  not  by 
to  sketch  her,  or  Mr.  Gainsborough,  or  somebody. 
Would  not  dearest  Lord  Bute  try  another  sip  ? 
His  nerves  must  be  sorely  shaken."  My  Lord  Bute 
would,  and  did.  That  pair  of  elderly  turtle-doves 
was  delectable  food  for  study  in  good  sooth  ! 

Then  in  an  airy  way,  as  it  was  already  town-talk, 
the  Princess  announced  the  approaching  nuptials  of 
her  son.  "What  must  I  veal!"  she  murmured, 
casting  up  her  eyes,  "  at  de  taut  of  my  poy's 
maritch  !     I  am  a  mudder,  and  I  loaf  'im  !" 

Lady  Gladys,  who  played  hostess  in  a  charming 
manner,  looked  up  from  her  syllabub  duties  fear- 
fully, not  in  astonishment — only  in  dread,  lest  her 
impulsive  sister  should  hear  what  she  had  herself 
all  along  felt  to  be  inevitable,  and  should  take  to 
breaking  up  the  new  and  coroneted  furniture.  She 
was  a  trifle  shocked  in  that  the  blow  had  come,  and 
furtively  glanced  at  the  beaming  Duchess  to  see  if 
this  could  be  her  work.  Yet  why  should  it  be  ? 
It  was  like  a  silly  child  to  be  dazzled  by  a  flirtation 
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which  meant  nothing;  better,,  far  better,  that  an 
unwholesome  and  unwise  ambition  should  be  nipped 
in  the  bud,  that  her  sister's  overweening  desires 
should  not  be  gratified.  The  poor  Scorpion  would 
mope  terribly  at  first,  no  doubt ;  the  intelligence 
must  therefore  be  broken  gently.  It  was  quite  luck}' 
that  she  should  be  engaged  elsewhere,  during  the 
Princess's  untimely  babbling. 

Meanwhile  Prince  George  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief 
at  the  absence  of  his  adored.  He  knew  that  he  had 
a  painful  interview  before  him,  and  had  vainly 
implored  (in  the  momentary  gush  of  cowardice 
which  is  common  to  the  bravest)  that  it  might  be 
postponed.  A  minute  gained  seemed  like  a  century 
of  relief.  But  he  could  not  so  command  his  nerves 
as  to  sit  still.  His  limbs  were  in  a  quiver,  though 
his  face  looked  like  a  mask ;  and  so  he  resolved  to 
stroll  in  the  shrubbery  and  think. 

Now  all  the  world  knows  that  that  front  saloon  at 
Holland  House  opens  on  a  landing  which  leads  by  a 
sculptured  flight  of  stairs  to  the  hall-door.  He 
chose  his  moment,  when  all  were  engaged  in  the 
Arcadian  pastime  of  stroking  the  pet  cow,  to  escape, 
and  was  about  to  steal  softly  over  the  vulgarly 
coroneted  carpets  when  his  ear  caught  a  rustle,  and 
glancing  up,  he  beheld  with  a  spasm  Lady  Sarah. 
Dear  darling  Sarah,  whose  tendrils  were  wound 
about  his  being  !  And  yet,  like  another  Jephtha, 
he  was  called  to  sacrifice  that  which  he  held  dearest 
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on  the  earth.  And  how  pretty  she  looked  in  that 
fantastically  -  fashioned  yellow  brocade,  with  her 
black  hair  plainly  clubbed  behind  with  a  simple 
fillet.  She  had  not  been  crying.  No.  Her  eyes 
sparkled,  on  the  contrary,  with  a  feverish  fire ;  each 
cheek  wore  a  red  spot  upon  the  bone  which  made 
the  overlying  rouge  appear  purple ;  her  lips  were 
without  moisture. 

"  Greorge  \".  she  said,  in  clear,  low  accents,  articu- 
lated with  evident  effort  and  desperate  courage;  "I 
have  read  your  lines  and  understand  them.  I  heard 
your  mother's  talk  just  now,  for  I  was  listening  at 
the  door.  You  are  going  to  marry  a  Princess  of 
Mecklenburg-  Strelitz.  Don't  say  anything  \"  she 
added  with  a  wan  smile,  which  was  a  mere  muscular 
contortion.  "  You  can't  help  it,  I  am  sure ;  at  least 
I  hope  so." 

This  calm  was  terrible !  The  future  King  of 
England  would  gladly  have  resigned  years  of  his 
life  to  have  been  a  thousand  miles  away  —  to  be 
shipped  off  like  a  slave  to  the  war — caged  closely  in 
a  crimping- den — anything  but  this !  What  folly  was 
the  outcry  of  which  he  had  vaguely  heard  about  the 
iniquity  of  crimping-dens.  Why !  There  are  moments 
when  such  a  refuge  would  be  a  heaven,  and  this  was 
one  of  them.  But  the  cap  of  Fortunatus  has  long 
since  been  lost.  There  was  no  help  for  it.  His 
feet  were  firmly  fixed  to  the  carpets  of  my  Lord 
Parvenu ;  a  feverish  pair  of  eyes  burned  him  like 
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red-hot  augers  through  and  through.  There  was 
no  escape.  His  chiu  sank  on  his  breast,,  and  strok- 
ing the  banisters  with  methodical  movement  he 
looked  away  and  held  his  peace. 

There  was  a  pause ;  as  a  protest  against  which 
nature  seemed  to  be  in  arms;  so  preternaturally 
clear  sounded  the  clock-ticking,  the  champing  of 
uneasy  horses,  the  hoarse  eccentric  crowing  of  a 
distant  cock.  The  girl's  studied  periods  broke 
down.  With  a  bound  and  rustle  of  skirts  she 
cleared  a  flight  and  stood  close  to  her  lover. 

(t  George,  dearest  George  \"  she  whispered  im- 
ploringly, while  her  fingers  tapped  with  restless 
jerks  upon  his  coat-buttons.  "  George,  tell  me 
that  it  is  a  trick.  I  cannot  bear  it !  I  cannot  !  I 
cannot !  Did  we  not  swear  before  heaven  to  live 
but  for  each  other,  George  ?  My  God  !  Do  look 
me  in  the  face  and  speak  V* 

She  strove  to  read  his  soul  through  the  medium 
of  his  eyes,  but  could  not,  for  he  studiously  avoided 
her  gaze. 

"  Live  only  for  each  other  !  It  may  not  be,  for  I 
am  Prince  of  Wales,"  he  muttered  huskily,  staring- 
out  straight  before  him,  repeating  like  a  dull  scholar 
a  lesson  learnt  by  rote.  "  It  would  be  too  great 
happiness  for  a  wretch  shackled  as  I  am.  The 
elders  have  settled  that  it  may  not  be.  I  must 
give  way,  if  my  heart  breaks ;  it  is  for  England's 
good." 
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"  The  elders  !  the  elders  V  cried  impetuous 
Sarah,  finding  that  the  ground  was  indeed  sliding 
from  beneath  her  feet.  "  They  treat  young  hearts 
like  fusty  diplomatic  lore.  If  we  choose  to  be 
united  who  shall  part  us  ?  Surely  the  wellbeing  of 
two  young  creatures  should  be  more  than  this  musty 
rubbish.     Oh,  George,  dear  George  \" 

In  her  anxiety  she  placed  her  dimpled  arms 
around  his  neck,  but  the  young  man  with  a  quick 
wince  of  pain  set  himself  free  as  if  they  scorched 
him. 

"  Sarah  \"  he  said,  shaking  off  his  lethargy. 
"  What  must  be,  must  be.  The  task  is  horrible 
enough;  help  me  to  go  through  with  it.  God 
knows  I  love  you  better  than  myself;  can  never 
love  any  one  but  you.  Of  all  Englishmen  I  am,  it 
seems,  the  only  one  who  may  not  select  his  partner. 
No  galley-slave  weighed  down  by  manacles  is  in 
more  abject  thraldom  than  am  I.  Is  it  not  hard  ? 
If  my  bosom  bursts  with  the  wrench,  I  must  tear 
from  it  my  dearest  inclinations — so  says  Mr.  Pitt — 
must  sacrifice  them  on  the  altar  of  duty,  must  offer 
them  up  for  the  behoof  of  those  who  to-morrow,  in 
their  ignorance  or  self-complacency,  may  pelt  and 
revile  me.  Duty  is  the  one  harsh  law  by  which  I 
must  be  governed — I,  who  to-morrow  may  be  King ! 
Like  you,  I  thought  that  it  could  not  be  the  will  of 
a  good  God  that  two  harmless  children  should  be 
made  wretched.     But  I  was  wrong,  and  must  accept 
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my  dreary  destiny.  Mr.  Pitt  has  taught  ine  so,  and 
my  mother ;  and  they  should  know  the  world/' 

"  But,  George/'  said  Lady  Sarah,  trying  a  last 
chance,  "you  cannot  see  the  position  in  which  you 
place  me,  whom  you  profess  to  care  for.  I  have 
publicly  given  myself  to  you.  Already  Duchess 
Grizel  dares  to  pity  me — that  hateful  woman  \" 

"  They  all  din  Duty  in  my  ears,"  pursued  the 
gloomy  youth ;  "  how  easy  it  is  to  prate  to  others  of 
their  duty  !  We  are  mere  babies,  you  and  I,  they 
say,  who  to-morrow  will  have  forgotten  each  other's 
existence.  Mr.  Pitt  preaches  that  Patriotism  is  a 
King's  religion,"  pursued  his  Royal  Highness 
bitterly,  "and  who  so  pure  and  just  as  Mr.  Pitt? 
Inhumanly,  horribly,  just !  Don't  look  so  grey, 
Sarah.  Is  my  cup  not  full  enough,  that  your  hand 
should  needs  brim  it  over  V* 

"  Oh  George  !"  murmured  Lady  Sarah  faintly  as 
she  clung  to  the  stair-rail.  "  And  our  sacred  oath — 
the  coin  on  whose  fragments  we  plighted  troth  ! 
That  dreadful  Duchess  was  in  the  right,  though  I 
only  thought  her  spiteful.  Men  play  with  us,  then 
break,  then  toss  us  aside  as  useless,  and  forget  that 
we  exist.     The  world  is  wicked  !" 

She  tottered  and  would  have  fallen  had  not  the 
Prince  supported  her. 

"My  love,  my  love!"  he  whispered  in  despair, 
"women  have  no  mercy.  Please  God,  I'll  do  my 
duty  always,  whatever  the  blood-sweat  it  may  cost. 
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Have  I  not  blushed  daily  for  my  disgraceful  grand- 
father ?  Don't  unman  me.  Help  me  to  be  strong. 
Is  it  not  a  gracious  privilege  to  have  the  fate  of 
millions  confided  to  one's  care  ?  To  sacrifice  oneself 
through  life  for  them  ?  would  not  such  be  a  glorious 
career  ?  I  have  poured  forth  my  soul  in  anguish 
before  the  Great  King  of  all,  praying  that  I  might 
be  thankful  for  the  privilege.  I  have  prayed  for 
strength  to  abandon  my  own  desires.  Help  me  to 
do  it,  Sarah  !  Kiss  me  once,  my  dear,  before  we 
part  for  ever — yes,  for  ever;  for  though  we  shall 
meet  day  by  day  and  hour  by  hour,  yet  shall  we  be 
as  divided  as  though  the  Atlantic  rolled  between. 
Let  us  pray  together  for  strength,  and  so  shall  we 

be  comforted.     My  beloved " 

But  Lady  Sarah  was  past  praying.     She  sought 
wildly  in  his  face  for  hope,  but  seeing  only  resolution 
there,  sank  gently  back  unconscious  in  her  lover's 
arms.     The  laugh  of  Duchess  Grizel  in  the  adjoining 
room  jarred  upon  his  nerves.     Kissing  her  white 
lips  again  and  again    he    bore   the  innocent   girl, 
whom    Fate    chose    to    punish,    swiftly    through   a 
postern,   and   gently   deposited    his    burthen    on  a 
secluded  bench  beneath  a  spreading  yew  tree.     She 
seemed  like  a  dead  thing  as  she  lay  in  sumptuous 
robes,  all  the  more  still  for  the  troop  of  driving- 
leaves  that  swirled  and  eddied  round  her. 

"  The  common  fate  of  all  that's  rare — may  read 
in  thee !"  murmured  wearily  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
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iC  Poor  rose  !  tliou  art  blighted  through  no  fault  of 
mine.  Yet  can  I  ever  forgive  those  who  wrought 
this  wreck  ?  No  !  Surely  that  is  not  my  duty. 
Mr.  Pitt  and  Lady  Grizel :  I  have  you  two  to 
thank  for  this,  and  will  forgive  you — never — so 
help  me  God  I" 

Hearing  a  rumbling  of  carriage-wheels  approach- 
ing, he  glanced  through  the  postern. 

"  Mr.  Pitt  in  person;  what  does  he  want  here  V 
he  muttered.  "  Does  he  want  to  look  upon  his 
work  r 

Then  bending  to  kiss  the  white  cheek  once  more, 
he  leaped  over  a  hedge  and  was  lost  to  sight  among 
the  brushwood. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


ME.    SECRETARY    PITT    IS    A    BEARER    OP    TIDINGS. 


R.  PITT  descended  from  his  blue  carriage 
and  mounted,,  with  such  speed  as  his 
infirmities  permitted,  those  carved  stairs 
whereon  the  young  people  disported 
themselves  just  now  in  so  affecting  a  manner. 
He  was  not  thinking  of  hearts  and  darts,  and  such- 
like tomfooleries  of  youth — not  he.  Another  attack 
of  gout  was  supervening,  whose  premonitory 
symptoms  made  him  sick  and  peevish.  The  busi- 
ness must  needs  be  of  the  first  importance  which 
brought  him  out  this  day. 

When  he  appeared  in  the  vulgarly-disposed 
saloon,  leaning  on  George  Grenville's  arm  (who 
smirked  unutterable  things — the  faithful  one  !)  the 
astonishment  was  general;  tinged  with  a  little  dread, 
for  people  were  dreadfully  afraid  of  the  uncom- 
promising Commoner.    Everybody  knew,  or  thought 
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lie  did,  that  Mr.  Pitt  could  not  abide  Lord  Holland, 
that  that  noble  peer's  sentiments  and  actions  were 
alike  of  evil  savour  in  his  nostrils,  his  pinchbeck 
coronet  a  reproach ;  and  that  he  frequently  declared 
that  he  would  rather  hack  off  his  own  two  gouty 
feet  and  stump  on  wooden  pegs  for  evermore  than 
put  one  of  them  within  his  quondam  rival's  portal. 
For  state  reasons  he  recently  condescended  to  buy 
Mr.  Fox.  But  because  we  give  a  sop  to  dirty 
Cerberus,  is  that  a  reason  for  our  respecting  or 
embracing  the  three  snouts  of  the  snarling  cur  ? 

Arrived  in  the  centre  of  the  saloon,  he  waved 
away  with  imperial  impatience  a  mug  of  syllabub, 
and  motioned  another  from  the  lips  of  George 
Grenville,  the  political  bat,  who  was  quite  prepared 
to  take  kindly  to  syllabub,  and  to  ignore  ill-gotten 
coronets.  Though  he  stood  under  a  truckler's  roof, 
it  never  should  be  said  of  him  that  Mr.  Pitt  battened 
on  Lord  Holland's  hospitality. 

"  Where  is  Prince  George  V  he  asked.  ' '  I  have 
news  which  concerns  him  deeply." 

The  Princess  withdrew  her  nose  for  a  moment  from 
Lord  Bute's  beaker,  and  perceiving  her  son's  absence 
flushed  with  vexation.  Is  it  not  hard  that  an  elderly 
mamma  may  not  give  vent  in  the  autumn  of  her  life  to 
amorous  proclivities  without  her  fledgling  kicking  up 
his  heels  the  while  ?  Prince  George  was  practically 
thin  air ;  so  was  the  minx.  Of  course  they  were  billing 
and  cooing  behind  a  bush.     So,  at  least,  the  Princess 
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determined,  judging  of  her  offspring's  tastes  by  her 
own.  Was  she  not  right  in  determining  half  an 
hour  ago  as  she  jogged  along  with  her  "poy"  and 
observed  him  nervously  twitching  a  note  between 
his  fingers,  that  such  unnaturally  proper  behaviour 
as  his  must  of  course  end  in  rebellion  ?  She 
flounced  up  from  her  seat  in  a  passion,  with  language 
more  forcible  than  royal,  and  straightway  despatched 
every  available  myrmidon  in  search  of  the  truant 
lad,  urging  them  with  oaths,  after  the  manner  of 
her  day,  and  promises  of  payment  too,  according  to 
the  accepted  principle  of  her  century.  Everybody 
except  dear  Lord  Bute,  whose  leg  was  a  trifle  in- 
flamed, was  to  rush  out  immediately  and  bring  the 
culprit  home — the  culprit ! — who,  after  all,  was  of 
age  and  more  subject  to  petticoat-ordinance  than  his 
years  warranted.  Everybody  was  to  scour  the  park, 
the  rosary,  the  shrubbery ;  and  not  to  return  without 
having  belaboured  the  bushes  as  if  for  pheasants,  so 
as  to  find  the  audacious  culprit  who  presumed  to 
beard  his  mamma.  They  must  bring  back  their 
future  King  by  the  ear  like  a  naughty  little  boy,  for 
he  dared  to  go  running  after  damsels  on  his  own 
account,  which  was  vastly  shocking  to  the  ingenuous 
minds  of  the  Princess  Dowager  and  her  paramour. 
Of  course  it  would  never  do,  for  he  was  to  be  yoked 
forthwith  (was  this  royal  sacrifice)  to  a  Mecklenburg 
fright  whom  he  had  never  seen,  and  whom  he  didn't 
want   to    see;    whose   nails   tinkled   divinely   on   a 
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harpsichord,  and  who  spent  her  spare  time  in  penning 
inane  moral  essays.  She  was  to  be  a  model  wife 
to  him — simple,  Arcadian,  and  yet  versed  in  mazy 
etiquette — was  this  stranger;  and  the  virtuous,  spot- 
less Princess,  his  mamma,  considered  her  "  poy's  " 
conduct  most  immoral  in  that  he  was  not  quite  off  with 
the  old  love  before  he  was  on  with  the  new.  In  her 
own  case  the  deceased  Frederick,  who  loved  Hockley- 
in-the-Hole  and  its  bear-fights  too  dearly,  was  quite 
a  stranger  to  her  before  she  became  enamoured  of 
the  perfect  leg  and  transcendent  deportment ;  and 
she,  at  least,  was  able  to  glory  with  justice  in  con- 
tinued faithfulness  to  that  fascinating  limb. 

So  the  Princess  swore  overmuch,  and  harried  the 
company,  whilst  Lord  Bute  quaffed  his  syllabub,  and 
George  Grenville  (trimming  his  sails  to  the  new 
wind)  made  much  of  my  Lord  Bute,  and  Mr.  Pitt  sat 
silent,  his  face  shaded  by  his  hand — unwitting  of  his 
friend  and  brother-in-law's  strange  new  coldness — 
too  deep  in  anxious  contemplation  of  troubled  Europe 
for  the  conventional  amenities  of  conversation. 

Duchess  Grizel  was  on  the  alert,  stirred  by  femi- 
nine curiosity  as  to  how  the  young  people  would 
behave ;  and  was  by  no  means  unaware  of  fluffy 
talk  outside,  and  muffled  cries,  and  shrieks — such  a 
smothered  noise  as  perturbed  dormice  make  when 
they  run  up  and  down  in  terror,  thrusting  soft 
muzzles  through  cage-bars.  Wondering  what  could 
have  passed,  she  volunteered  to   go  exploring,  and 
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tripped  off  through  the  back  saloon  on  to  the  lawn 
which  looked  towards  Notting  Hill.  The  Holland 
liveries  were  dotted  about  the  thicket.  The  stately 
butler  waddled  down  the  hill  to  the  left,  feeling 
certain  that  the  young  folk  must  be  eating  grapes 
in  the  lower  garden.  The  Duchess  turned  the  other 
way,  and  under  the  shadow  of  the  spreading  cedar 
perceived  the  object  of  her  search. 

Lady  Sarah  still  lay  motionless  in  her  rich  brocade 
— a  charming  Ariadne.  Prince  George  had  turned 
back  again,  and  was  sadly  leaning  over  her.  Wearily 
he  raised  his  head  at  the  approach  of  footsteps,  and 
the  Duchess  remarked  that  he  looked  very  ill,  with 
a  grey  face  and  purple  rings  about  his  eyes. 

"Poor  lad  !"  she  said,  passing  her  arm  through 
his. 

He  pushed  her  roughly  from  him. 

"  I  feel  like  a  brute,"  he  murmured,  "  though  I 
know  I  am  not.  How  difficult  it  is  to  distinguish 
what  really  is  one's  duty  \" 

"  Do  not  prate  overmuch,  mon  Prince,  or  you 
certainly  won't  do  it/'  observed  her  Grace  dryly. 
"  Good  resolutions  often  melt  in  words." 

"  Considering  how  weak  we  are,"  sighed  the 
Prince,  "  even  resolutions  should  go  for  something. 
I  am  not  clever,  I  know.  I  think  sometimes  that 
my  position  must  crush  me ;  yet  I  mean  so"  well  if  I 
could  only  see  my  way  V  He  passed  his  hand 
across  his  eyes,  then  added  simply,   "  I  shall  always 


MR.  PITT  IS  A  BEARER  OF  TIDINGS.        175 

strive  to  do  my  duty  according  to  my  lights.  Oh  ! 
this  poor  thing  —  look  at  her  !  You  are  partly 
answerable  for  this,  my  Lady  Grizel.  May  God 
forgive  you,  for  I  never  can." 

11 1  ?  No,"  returned  the  Duchess  quietly,  "  I  was 
but  a  humble  instrument.  Anagke  needed  another 
victim.  If  we  are  not  made  thoroughly  wretched 
here,  she  thinks,  what  is  the  use  of  heaven  ?  Am  I 
to  be  answerable  because  a  pair  of  silly  babies  play 
with  edged  tools.  They  cut  themselves,  then  rail 
at  those  who,  having  themselves  been  wounded, 
would  save  them  from  their  folly.  You  natter  your- 
self that  this  child  will  wear  the  willow  pour  cos 
becuwx  yeux?  Vanity.  She  will  cry  her  eyes  out; 
then  be  charming  well  again.  Oh,  these  men  !  who 
are  always  so  sorry  for  the  women  who  are  weak 
enough  to  scream  and  faint,  but  have  no  drop  of 
sympathy  for  the- agony  endured  in  silence.  What 
is  her  fate  to  mine  ?  She  is  young,  free,  bound  by 
no  bonds  which  eat  into  the  bones  and  canker  the 
soul.     Whilst  I " 

11  You  ?"  asked  the  Prince  curiously. 

"  Am  a  goose  to  stand  chattering  nonsense  here," 
coucluded  her  Grace  with  a  laugh,  "while  the  Great 
Commoner  is  panting  to  see  his  Prince.  Come,  or 
he  will  not  be  pleased  j  for  we  are  all  bound  to  obey 
the  Great  Commoner.  Nay,  let  her  lie  there ;  the  air 
will  bring  her  to.  She  will  be  glad  enough  to  find 
herself  alone  I  warrant." 
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The  Duchess  returned  to  the  saloon  in  triumph 
dragging  her  sad  prisoner,  and  with  a  curtsey  sur- 
rendered him  to  Mr.  Pitt. 

The  great  statesman's  ascetic  features  were  work- 
ing   with    agitation.     He   rose    and    made   a    deep 
obeisance  in  his   grandest  manner.     For  a  moment 
his  lips  moved,  but  no   sound  issued  thence.     All 
present  stared  in  surprise  at  the  emotion  of  him  who 
was  usually  so  self-contained.     With  a  second  bend 
of  his  stately  head  he  said  in  a  low  voice,    c<  This  is 
a  privilege  indeed  for  an  old  and  faithful  servant — 
to  be  first  bearer  of  such  news  to  his  young  master. 
His  Majesty  George  II.  is  no  more."     Then  raising 
his  solemn  eyes  to  heaven,  he  cried  in   silvery  tones 
which  rang  through  the  still  air  mournfully  like  the 
voice  of  the  muezzin,  and  penetrated  to  the  startled 
grooms  in  the  courtyard,  "  King  George  is  dead. 
Peace  be  to  his  soul !     Long  live  King  George  !" 

A  deep  hush  of  awe  fell  on  the  little  group.  They 
were  all  thinking  of  the  red-faced  disreputable  little 
sultan  who  had  been  called  at  last  to  face  his  Maker. 
Of  his  contemptible  foibles,  of  his  long  life  misspent, 
of  his  long  roll  of  chances  missed  and  opportunities 
neglected.  So  he  was  gone  at  last,  and  had  died  an 
enviable  death ;  for  it  is  a  happy  ending  for  a 
monarch  to  leave  his  country  at  the  zenith  of  her 
greatness,  to  sink  to  sleep  without  a  pang  when 
life's  machinery  is  quite  worn  out,  when  blindness 
and   deafness  make    of   existence  a  burthen.     His 
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irritable  foot  was  stilled ;  so  were  his  curses  and 
hourly  petulaut  abuse.  The  querulous  choler  of  the 
familiar  voice  was  silent — for  ever.  Though  such 
an  event  may  have  been  expected  for  years,  when 
it  does  come  it  brings  with  it  a  shock,  the  greater 
perhaps  that  we  have  grown  accustomed  to  the 
waiting.  Our  expectation  has  remained  unsatisfied, 
till  at  last  we  realise  with  difficulty  and  astonish- 
ment the  presence  of  an  accomplished  fact. 

The  quickly  gathering  shades  of  evening  rendered 
their  faces  indistinct  as  Mr.  Pitt's  auditors  looked 
uneasily  from  one  to  the  other.  The  wide  green 
grew  richer  and  more  intense  in  colour;  long 
shadows  swept  across  its  surface  ;  red  streaks 
showed  like  bloodstains  in  glimpses  through  the 
trees.  The  wind  soughed  a  dirge ;  the  dry  leaves 
swirled  in  eddies ;  distant  cattle  lowed  a  requiem. 

The  young  Prince  shivered,  G-eorge  Grenville 
sobbed,  the  Princess  of  Wales  (who  always  detested 
the  late  King)  burst  into  loud  wailing.  So  com- 
menced the  reign  of  King  George  III. 

Presently  the  Duchess  broke  the  silence.  Ad- 
vancing with  a  superb  curtsey  she  raised  the  young 
man's  hand  to  her  lips. 

"  God  save  King  George  \"  she  said  in  a  loud 
voice. 

"  God  save  King  George  \"  echoed  all  the  rest. 

My  lord  Bute  had  increased  full  two  inches  in  height 
during  the  last  few  minutes.      His  chest  seemed 
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wider;  his  deportment  was  more  portentous;  for 
the  moment  he  had  longed  for  was  come  at  length. 
He  cleared  his  throat  with  a  "hem"  like  a  clap  of 
thunder.  The  frog  was  blowing  itself  out  into  bull- 
like dimensions;  yet  Mr.  Secretary  Pitt  took  no 
heed  of  him,  for  he  was  slowly  recovering  from  the 
effect  of  his  old  master's  death.  The  heart-burnings 
and  miserable  squabbles  of  many  years  were  forgot- 
ten. He  only  remembered  with  a  softened  sorrow  that 
the  late  King  had  learnt  to  put  entire  faith  in  him. 
Well  !  though  darkness  and  night  were  drawing 
on,  and  blood  was  in  the  sky ;  though  the  winds 
howled  in  gloomiest  cadence  and  the  dry  leaves 
whispered,  at  the  moment  when  George  III. 
assumed  his  regal  dignity,  he  would  accept  this  as  no 
sinister  portent.  The  lad  was  a  good  lad  who  had 
shown  himself  capable  of  the  first  of  virtues.  No 
doubt  he  was  not  brilliant  or  endowed  with  shining 
gifts ;  but  he  was  conscientious,  modest,  and  above 
all  things  young.  Much  might,  with  tact,  be  made 
of  him.  England  was  risen  out  of  the  mire. 
Together  the  two  would  lead  her  to  the  pinnacle  of 
glory.  The  wisdom  of  the  older  man  should 
temper  the  young  one's  inexperience.  All  things 
considered,  the  grandsire  had  shuffled  his  coil  at 
no  inconvenient  moment.  Mr.  Pitt's  castle  was  a 
very  pretty  one,  adorned  with  many  a  tower  and 
minaret ;  but,  as  is  not  unfrequently  the  case  with 
such  buildings,  a  keystone  was  wanting  to  prevent 
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it  from  tumbling  in  upon  his  head.  George  was 
young  certainly;  and  modest,  and  religious,  and 
well-meaning,  and  stupid.  So  far  so  good.  But 
like  many  stupid  people  he  was  ungenerous,  and  was 
devoured  by  an  instinctive  dread  of  genius.  He 
loved  mediocrities,  because  in  some  sort  he  was 
able  to  understand  them.  As  Mr.  Reynolds  was 
too  great  a  painter  for  him  and  Mr.  Garrick  too 
great  a  player,  so  was  Mr.  Pitt  altogether  too  great 
a  statesman.  Moreover  he  had  special  private 
reasons  for  disliking  Mr.  Pitt.  The  amputation 
performed  in  the  theatre  was  still  bleeding  sorely. 
Dull  and  ungenerous  people  are  as  slow  to  forget 
as  to  forgive.  His  want  of  education  was  partly 
answerable  for  his  state  of  mind.  No  one  had  ever 
cared  to  cultivate  his  intelligence  and  expand  his 
intellect.  So,  for  use  is  second  nature,  he  remained 
an  obstinate,  short-sighted,  blundering,  well-mean- 
ing man,  eaten  up  by  prejudice,  to  the  last  clay  of 
his  life. 

All  present  waited  for  the  oracle  to  speak.  The 
gaunt  person  in  black  velvet  mused  awhile,  then 
began  to  talk,  or  rather  to  continue  his  chain  of 
thought  aloud.  More  news  was  expected  daily 
from  the  seat  of  war.  Spain  was  showing  symptoms 
of  rashness  which  must  be  nipped  at  once.  She 
must  not  be  permitted  to  aid  prostrate  France.  It 
would  be  necessary  to  teach  her  a  harsh  lesson,  to 
intercept  her  doubloon-laden  galleons  from  across 
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the  main.  For  this,  more  ships  must  be  got  ready 
at  once ;  more  supplies  demanded  from  Parliament. 
Parliament  would  of  course  vote  another  million 
without  a  word.  Never  had  the  House  been  so 
unanimous  as  under  the  judicious  rule  of  the  Great 
Commoner.  Mr.  Pitt  was  weaving  his  plans  with- 
out dreaming  of  consulting  his  new  master.  The 
young  King  replied  nothing,  for  he  was  musing 
about  poor  Sarah  on  the  bench  under  the  yew  tree. 
My  Lord  Bute  with  another  "  Hem  I"  opened  his 
masked  batteries  upon  the  minister. 

u  Sir,  you  pay  little  respect,"  he  observed  as  he 
took  snuff,  "to  his  Majesty's  prerogative.  Are  you 
the  King  or  he  V3 

As  the  Secretary  of  State  replied  nothing,  my 
lord  proceeded  with  growing  courage. 

"  You  know  my  opinion  regarding  the  oligarchy 
of  Whig  lords,  who  presume  to  set  their  influence 
against  that  of  the  Crown.  It  has  been  a  matter  of 
pain  to  me  to  perceive  that  you  make  crutches  of 
those  lords,  trusting  to  their  support  and  popular 
favour  to  carry  your  arbitrary  measures.  Depend 
on  it,  you  will  do  wisely  to  humble  yourself  before 
the  King.  You  need  not  frown  so ;  for  I  know  that 
I  am  but  a  lowly  echo  of  his  Majesty's  sentiments. 
I  have  always  indeed  formed  my  own  on  his.  With 
a  new  reign,  sir,  must  begin  a  new  regime.  His 
Majesty  will  not  be  browbeaten  as  the  late  King 
latterly  allowed  himself  to  .be.     In  that  matter  you 
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frequently  forgot  yourself.  But  his  humble  servants 
will  stand  by  hini,  sir.  Everything  the  King  detests 
shall  be  gathered  by  us  into  a  common  heap,  and 
burnt.  The  Whig  oligarchy  shall  be  broken  up — 
the  lords  advised  to  retire  to  their  country-seats." 

Mr.  Pitt  was  dumbfoundered  by  the  unexpected- 
ness of  the  attack. 

"  Is  the  King  made  for  the  people,  my  lord  V  he 
inquired  haughtily,  fi  or  the  people  for  the  King  V 

"  This  expensive  war-folly  of  yours  must  be  put 
an  end  to  at  once/'  went  on  Lord  Bute  sententiously, 
encouraged  by  a  leer  from  Jezebel,  who  thought  she 
had  never  heard  such  eloquence.  "  You  flaunt  the 
glittering  bauble,  Grlory,  in  the  mob's  face,  and  the 
fools  huzza,  recking  nothing  of  the  price  you  will 
make  them  pay  for  it.  We  will  have  no  more  of  it 
— but  a  proper,  speedy  peace." 

"  Peace  \"  cried  Mr.  Pitt,  starting  up  as  if  he  had 
been  shot.  "  Peace,  now,  when  the  ball  lies  at 
England's  foot  ?  No  man  more  desires  a  lasting 
peace  than  I — at  the  fitting  time.  Peace  !  Pooh, 
you  must  be  mad  V3 

"  Not  mad,  sir,  but  conscientious,  which  you  are 
not,"  retorted  the  Scotch  Earl  with  an  effort  to 
throw  pachos  into  his  voice.  "  My  heart  has  long* 
bled  for  the  oppressed  condition  of  my  country — 
oppressed,  sir,  by  you  and  your  unscrupulous  Whig 
lords.  The  country  groans  under  huge  taxes ; 
provisions  are  at  famine  price ;  the  innocent  people 
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are  ground  down — for  what  ?  For  a  mere  nourish 
of  the  red  rag,  Fame  \" 

Lord  Bute  tried  to  squeeze  out  a  tear,  and  assumed 
the  pose  (with  his  beautiful  leg  in  profile)  with  which 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  ravishing  beholders  at  the 
Leicester  House  Theatricals. 

"  Who  have  you  to  thank  for  Canada?"  demanded 
the  minister,  looking  from  his  accuser  to  the  young 
King,  who  kept  his  eyes  sullenly  upon  the  ground. 

"The  man/'  returned  Lord  Bute  with  irony, 
"  who  has  doubled  the  National  Debt  since  Queen 
Anne  died.  What  he  has  done  with  the  money  it 
is  not  my  province  to  tell." 

Mr.  Pitt  shrank  under  the  brutal  insult,  and 
stretching  out  his  hand  moved  his  long  fingers  up 
and  down. 

"  They  are  clean  !"  he  said  in  troubled  accents. 
"  I  dare  look  in  the  face  the  proudest  connections 
of  this  land.  If  I  leave  office  now  it  will  be  as  an 
indigent  man,  for  my  time  has  been  too  much 
engrossed  for  proper  attention  to  my  own  affairs. 
Our  wars  have  been  costly,  I  own ;  but  we  have  had 
unparalleled  success  and  honour  for  our  money. 
Before  my  time,  vast  sums  were  spent  merely  for 
the  purchase  of  disgrace  and  infamy." 

Lord  Holland,  feeling  the  eagle-eye  upon  him, 
affected  to  admire  the  prospect  as  he  drummed  upon 
the  window. 

"If  I  retire  now,  I  shall  leave,  thank  God,  our 
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thirteen  colonies  of  North  America  in  perfect  con- 
tentment and  security.  Every  inhabitant  glows 
with  the  warmest  love  for  the  mother  country.  I 
shall  leave  our  Empire  as  redoubtable  as  that  of 
glorious  Rome.  The  sun  shines  full  upon  it.  It 
will  be  no  fault  of  mine  if  clouds  arise." 

Then  turning  sternly  to  the  King,  he  said  : 

"  Sir,  you  commence  badly.  Have  you  no  word 
to  save  a  well-tried  servant  from  reproach  ?  I 
trust  in  my  own  integrity  for  the  support  of  my 
King  and  the  favour  of  the  people.  I  am  their 
voice,  Lord  Bute ;  you  are  the  symbol  of  despotism. 
I  will  cling  to  the  helm  for  the  people's  sake  till  I 
am  turned  thence.'''' 

"  Turned  thence  you  shall  be,  and  that  speedily," 
muttered  my  Lord  Bute.  li  Peace  we  will  have  at 
any  price." 

Vainly  the  minister  looked  towards  the  King. 
His  eyes  were  glued  to  a  vision  of  fainting  Sarah,  on 
the  carpet. 

Mr.  Pitt  perceived  that  Lord  Bute  had  laid  a 
trap  in  which  he  had  been  caught.  With  tears  in 
his  eyes  he  turned  towards  the  door. 

"  Then  Pitt's  reign  ends  \"  he  sighed.  "  Poor 
England  \» 

"  And  Bute's  begins,"  whispered  the  Scotch  lord 
in  the  Princess's  ear. 

The  young  King  looked  up  with  a  flush  of  anger. 

"  What  insolence  !"  he  thought.      "  This  man  in 
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his  overweening  pride  deems  that  Britain  must  fall 
without  him.  Lord  Bute  was  right  to  chide  his 
arrogance." 

He  begged  Lord  Holland  to  call  his  carriage. 

As  the  latter  moved  to  obey,  he  observed  with  a 
grin  to  the  discomfited  patriot  : 

"  It  is  a  pity  that  you  should  leave  office  poor. 
No  doubt  his  Majesty  will  reward  your  services  with 
a  peerage  and  a  pension,  or  say  a  title  for  your  wife, 
if  you  prefer  for  yourself  your  sobriquet  of  the 
'  Great  Commoner/  " 

"  Of  course  his  Majesty  will  show  his  gratitude/' 
said  Lord  Bute  loftily.  "  As  he  is  so  proud  of  Canada, 
why  not  give  him  the  government  of  that  province 
with,  say,  a  salary  of  five  thousand  pounds  a  year  V 

"  Madam/'  the  King  said  coldly  to  his  mother, 
"  perhaps  you  will  be  good  enough  to  return  to 
town  with  the  Duchess.  Lord  Bute  and  I  have 
much  to  talk  about.     A  groom  can  ride  his  horse." 

The  Princess  made  a  low  curtsey,  with  terror  in 
her  eyes.  Her  son's  manner  was  so  frigid.  He  all 
at  once  assumed  a  right  to  order  her.  Worse  still, 
his  speech  seemed  somehow  to  divide  her  from 
beloved  Lord  Bute. 

As  he  passed  his  minister  the  King  felt  quite 
glad  that  he  should  have  been  insulted  by  the 
favourite.  The  vision  of  Sarah  was  still  before  his 
eyes. 

Pitt's  dignified  reserve,  the  conscious  power  of 
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his  august  mind,  seemed  to  overshadow  majesty. 
Royalty  in  his  presence  came  off  at  second  best — 
like  a  raven  in  peacock's  spoils.  The  two  bowed 
gravely ;  and  the  King  entered  his  coach.  As  the 
Scotch  lord  followed,  Holland  whispered  to  him  : 

"  Bravo  !  Well  begun.  Look  to  your  treasury 
though,  or  your  cause  will  lack  animation  and  your 
friends  encouragement." 

The  carriage-wheels  crunched  the  gravel,  the 
horses  galloped  through  the  gilded  grille,  where  a 
jocund  crowd  was  already  assembled,  for  the  news 
of  the  old  sultan's  death  had  spread  like  wildfire. 

The  young  King'  looked  out  for  the  first  time 
upon  his  people,  but  they  permitted  him  to  pass  in 
awful  silence.  They  had  expected  to  see  him  side 
by  side  with  the  Great  Commoner,  their  hero,  and 
would  have  yelled  hoarse  encouragement  to  the  new 
monarch ;  instead  of  that  Lord  Bute — the  hated 
Scot — was  smirking  from  the  window,  for  he  dared 
to  smirk  now,  saying  to  himself,  "  They  won't  pre- 
sume to  pelt  their  sovereign." 

An  ominous  silence  fell  upon  the  crowd.  What 
could  it  mean  ?  Pitt's  plain  chariot  was  seen  to 
enter  the  gates  just  now.  He  was  left  behind — he, 
the  chief  minister — while  this  Scotch  upstart  occu- 
pied his  place  !  The  crowd  frowned  and  murmured 
and  resolved  to  wait. 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Pitt,  with  his  head  in  a  whirl,  was 
slowly  descending  the  carved  staircase. 
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The  scene  had  taken  place  so  rapidly  and  unex- 
pectedly that  the  spectators  were  still  bewildered. 
The  Princess  stared  with  round  eyes.  Lord  Hol- 
land was  delighted  that  the  man  under  whose 
heel  he  had  writhed  should  himself  be  overthrown. 
The  political  bat,  George  Grenville,  resolved  that  if 
the  eagle  was  winged  it  was  time  to  try  his  own 
pinions.  He  admired  his  brother-in-law  immensely 
and  all  that ;  but  in  the  rapid  reverses  of  fortune 
which  characterised  the  political  puppets  of  this 
period,  it  behoved  each  one  to  look  to  himself. 
Grenville  began  to  whisper  to  Lord  Holland  that 
Lord  Bute  was  evidently  master  of  the  situation, 
and  that  he  for  one  intended  to  make  up  to  him. 
My  lord  advised  him  to  do  so  by  all  means,  laugh- 
ing inwardly  at  the  joke  till  his  sides  ached. 

"  Shall  Grenville  strive  to  creep  where  Pitt  flew?" 
he  murmured  to  himself.  "  Can  he  fly  wingless 
where  Pitt's  wings  have  melted  V3 

But  he  exhorted  the  ambitious  and  ungrateful  bat 
to  try  nevertheless. 

The  Duchess  was  shocked  and  uneasy,  for  she 
perceived  that  in  a  remote  way  she  was  partly 
accountable  for  the  fall  of  the  great  patriot.  She 
had  helped  without  knowing  it  to  loosen  the  stones 
of  his  pedestal,  and  she — wicked,  cruel,  hard,  un- 
scrupulous, if  you  please — possessed  a  virtue  denied 
to  that  well-meaning  youth,  her  sovereign.  She 
was  generous,  though  she  was  not  aware  of  it,    and 
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would  have  been  furious  had  any  one  ventured  to  tell 
her  so ;  and  having  much  that  was  strong  and  noble 
within  herself,  could  appreciate  and  admire  the 
siugle-minded  grandeur  of  Mr.  Pitt's  character. 
Her  sense  of  right  and  wrong  was  blunted,  so  far 
as  herself  was  concerned,  by  the  crushing  weight  of 
her  own  misfortune  ;  yet  was  she  prepared  to  worship 
the  glory  of  the  orb  of  day,  all  the  more  perhaps  for 
her  own  abasement.  She  began  to  see,  too,  that 
her  own  position  was  becoming  a  horribly  difficult 
oue.  All  along  her  allegiance  had  been  dutifully 
paid  to  her  mistress,  the  Dowager  Princess.  She 
laughed  in  her  sleeve  at  the  Bute  scandal,  failing  to 
be  distressed  at  its  impropriety.  She  eutered  heart 
and  soul  into  the  George-marriage  question,  partly 
to  please  her  mistress,  partly  because  Pitt  approved, 
partly  to  gratify  a  cruel  malice  which  she  delighted 
to  foster  within  "herself  as  a  protest  against  her 
troubles.  She  never  realised  that  the  Leicester 
House  party  had  been  digging  a  hole  for  the 
minister  to  fall  into.  But  now  there  was  a  grievous 
split — a  chasm  into  which  even  she  herself  might 
tumble.  The  Leicester  House  party  was  become 
the  King's  party,  and  as  such  had  abruptly  sepa- 
rated itself  from  the  existing  ministry.  Now  her 
allegiance  was  due  to  the  King's  party  in  return  for 
the  kindness  of  many  years,  and  yet  her  heart  went 
with  Mr.  Pitt,  as  the  one  man  in  all  the  world  whom 
she  could  thoroughly  respect.      She  was  like  one 
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tied  to  two  wild  horses  pulling  adverse  ways.  One 
struggle  must  be  made  to  patch  this  difference. 
Surely  the  new  regime  could  not  be  so  insensate  as 
to  cast  aside  on  their  first  start  the  prop  upon  which 
the  country  leaned. 

As  Mr.  Pitt  moved  slowly  down  the  stairs ;  as  the 
political  bat  was  determining  upon  a  proximate  trial 
of  his  own  wings  ;  her  Grace  of  Tewkesbury  knelt 
beside  the  Princess  and  spoke  out  her  mind  rapidly. 

But  her  good  offices  were  wasted.  The  Princess 
only  shook  her  head  and  looked  dazed.  A  presenti- 
ment was  on  her.  Holland  House  quite  teemed 
with  deserted  Ariadnes  that  chill  afternoon.  Her 
<cV°y"  nac^  looked  at  her  with  a  severe  manly  air 
that  was  new.  The  blaze  of  the  crown  brought 
with  it  a  sort  of  ripening.  The  wholesome  bullying 
of  years  seemed  unaccountably  forgotten. 

When  you  are  but  half-educated  you  are  inclined 
to  give  way  to  those  who  possess  superior  advantages 
— at  least  if  you  are  a  well-disposed  person 
with  no  devil  in  you.  Now  George  was  quite  pain- 
fully good  and  exemplary,  his  mother  a  blue- 
stocking, Lord  Bute  given  to  dilettante  arts  and 
sciences.  What  more  fitting  than  that  the 
bas-hleu  and  the  dilettante  should  rule  the  less- 
favoured  one  ?  It  was  natural  and  just,  and 
plain-sailing.  But  something  very  like  an  em- 
bryo devil  spoke  to  his  mother  out  of  her  son's 
blue  eyes,  and  she  gave  way  to  sad  thoughts,  and 
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the  scratching  of  a  mental  hair-shirt.  What  could 
be  the  meaning  of  his  altered  behaviour  ?  Could 
it  really  be  that  he  loathed  his  mother  for  saving  him 
from  Sarah  and  himself  ?  Was  the  look  meant  to 
say  to  the  poor  woman  that  not  only  was  he  dis- 
gusted with  her,  but  that  he  intended  for  the  future 
himself  to  adopt  Lord  Bute,  who  flattered  him  and 
was  useful  and  pleasant  ?  Surely  nothing  so  awful 
as  this.  The  poor  lady  was  no  longer  young  or 
lovely — indeed  she  had  never  been  the  latter — yet 
had  she  somehow  been  able  for  a  long  while  to  hold 
in  tow  the  entrancing  Scotchman,  who  was  her  ewe- 
lamb.  Just  fancy  the  feelings  of  an  elderly  dame, 
the  delight  of  whose  eyes  is  to  be  torn  from  her  by 
her  own  son  !  Then  she  tried  to  hug  shreds  of 
comfort  to  her  wrinkled  old  bosom.  Of  course  dear 
Lord  Bute  would  never  consent  to  such  an  arrange- 
ment ;  he  loved  her  for  her  own  fascinating  self,  and 
would,  on  the  contrary,  even  teach  that  young  man  over 
whom  he  seemed  to  be  establishing  an  ascendency 
(who,  indeed,  could  resist  him  !)  to  be  very  civil  to 
his  mamma  in  future.  Then  she  thought  with  com- 
punction of  the  snares  laid  for  Mr.  Pitt — all  invented 
by  the  adored  one.  If  my  lord  could  prove  so  false  to 
the  one,  why  not  then  to  the  other  ?  Alas,  poor 
Jezebel  !  If  they  had  only  left  Mr.  Pitt  alone,  per- 
chance this  kettle  of  fish  might  never  have  been 
browed.  Hang  Mr.  Pitt  !  she  thought  with  rising- 
despair.     What    an    unconscious    marplot  he  was  ! 
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Help  hirn,  forsooth  !  no,  indeed — that  she  would 
not — no,  not  even  if  the  beautiful  and  seductive 
Duchess  were  to  kneel  there  and  lecture  her  till 
Doomsday. 

To  do  her  Grace  justice  she  was  deeply  con- 
cerned, and  knew  scarcely  what  to  do.  Hurrying 
down  the  stairs,  she  clasped  the  patriot's  two  hands 
in  hers.     There  was  a  kiss  upon  his  hand  and  a  tear. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Pitt  V9  she  murmured,  i(  I  am  so 
sorry  !  What  will  happen  to  us  ?  Truly  you,  and 
only  you,  can  bring  matters  to  a  happy  conclusion  ; 
and  now  we  shall  go  to  shipwreck  again  \" 

He  roused  himself  from  distressful  reverie  to  tap 
her  cheek  fondly,  saying  : 

"  Beautiful  Grizel,  do  not  grieve.  I  have  learnt 
a  harsh  lesson.  Let  us  profit  by  it.  I  measured  my 
own  strength  and  knew  it,  and  thought  that  others, 
less  richly  endowed  than  I,  would  rejoice  with  me 
in  the  treasure  which  was  but  a  loan  lent  by  God  to 
be  expended  in  His  honour.  I  reckoned  without  the 
alloy  which  corrupts  the  gold  of  human  nature.  I 
am  disgusted,  I  admit — and  there  again  I  am 
wrong ;  for  it  is  one  of  the  crooked  laws  of  this 
crooked  globe  that  in  the  main  the  world  should  be 
ruled  by  mountebanks.  It  is  a  lawT,  if  an  inscrutable 
one.  Count  on  your  fingers  a  list  of  the  great  rulers 
who  were  not  charlatans.  And  how  brief,  too,  the 
rule  of  these  !  Even  the  ministry  of  Christ  lasted 
but  two  years." 
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"  You  taught  us  long  ago/'  replied  the  Duchess, 
with  swimming  eyes,  "the  doctrine  of  Anagke  and 
her  veil.  That  supported  me  in  grievous  straits, 
when  I  should  otherwise  have  gone  distraught. 
Accept  then  the  inevitable.  Come  what  may,  you 
have  raised  to  yourself  a  monument  more  enduring* 
than  brass  or  marble." 

So  potent  is  the  touch  of  sympathy  that  the  few 
phrases  exchanged  between  these  two  who  were  so 
different  comforted  Mr  Pitt. 

His  chariot  rolled  out  of  the  park-gates,  and 
there  arose  such  a  shout  as  frighted  those  who 
stood  in  the  saloon.  The  light  of  a  reading-iamp, 
which  always  swung  from  the  carriage-roof,  dis- 
played in  unnatural  whiteness  the  noble  visage  of 
the  people's  idol.  They  could  trace  the  marks  of 
emotion  on  the  thin  face,  in  the  twitching  of  the 
mobile  lips.  They  mounted  the  steps  and  nodded 
in  at  the  windows,  crawled  on  the  board  behind, 
hammered  their  enthusiasm  with  sturdy  fists  on  the 
roof -leather.  They  yelled,  and  hooted,  and  hallooed, 
and  taking  toll  of  an  adjacent  chandler,  who,  seeing 
their  object,  willingly  dispensed  a  cargo  of  links, 
escorted  him  to  his  own  door,  like  Elijah,  in  a 
chariot  of  fire.  He  was  too  much  exhausted  with 
recent  surprise  to  speak ;  but  in  answer  to  repeated 
shrieks,  which  set  all  the  neighbourhood  agog,  he 
showed  his  revered  periwig  at  last  upon  a  balcony, 
bowing  to  right  and  left.     Again  the  yell  went  up, 
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sending  scared  cats  scampering  along  the  roofs, 
and  the  patriot  thought  with  satisfaction  as  he 
gazed  over  the  sea  of  heads  and  twinkling  lights 
that  such  a  greeting  of  affection  was  but  seldom 
vouchsafed  by  the  people  to  a  falling  minister. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


A    SXOWFLAKE    IN    THE    MAELSTROM. 


HE  rage  of  the  populace  knew  no  bounds 
when  the  truth  broke  upon  them.  The 
Great  Commoner,  who  gave  them  victory 
after  victory,  was  the  victim  of  cabal. 
The  young  King  showed  his  colours  at  last,  and 
they  were  not  pleasant  ones.  Who  was  the  King  ? 
Was  it  that  handsome  but  depressed  stripling,  or 
the  pompous  blown-out  frog  in  gorgeous  trappings 
upon  whose  shoulder  he  was  in  the  habit  of  droop- 
ing ?  Evidently  the  latter,  for  under  the  new 
regime  the  frog's  word  was  law,  and  great  were  the 
changes  wrought  by  him.  He  prated  of  the  pre- 
rogative with  inflated  rhetoric,  and  young  George 
through  his  influence  assumed  the  airs  of  a  despot. 
He  opened  the  doors  of  his  new  palace,  and  his  im- 
poverished countrymen  from  beyond  Tweed  flocked 
in  by  coveys.  To  fill  their  mouths  he  created  snug* 
vol.  II.  33 
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unnecessary  berths  and  hunted  worthy  old  pen- 
sioners from  their  retreats.  A  gallant  yeoman,  who 
held  a  post  in  St.  James's  as  a  reward  for  valour 
against  smugglers,  found  himself  homeless  through 
no  fault  of  his.  The  widow  of  an  admiral  was  ejected 
from  her  place  ostensibly  because  her  name  was 
Cavendish — the  name  of  one  of  the  Whig  lords. 
The  people  who  before  had  pelted  my  Lord  Bute 
because  of  his  relations  with  an  heir-apparent's 
mamma,  howled  now  and  cursed  him  for  his  baneful 
influence  over  the  new  King.  Wilkes  was  delighted, 
for  Bute  in  his  folly  was  (like  the  silly  pig  that  tries 
to  swim)  cutting  his  throat  with  his  own  hands. 
With  caustic  humour  he  attuned  his  lyre  to  his 
pungent  theme,  and  sang  in  his  North  Briton  of  the 
sins  of  the  new  Mortimer.  There  was  not  a  false 
step  or  stumble  made  by  my  Lord  Bute,  but  the 
member  for  Aylesbury  turned  his  lanthorn  full  on 
it.  He  craftily  showed  him  up  in  his  least  lovely 
light  to  popular  indignation,  and  the  people  began 
to  hate  him  as  a  public  man  has  rarely  or  never 
before  been  hated. 

Mr.  Pitt  said  at  Holland  House  that  he  would  re- 
main at  his  post  till  he  was  turned  from  it,  and  Lord 
Bute  replied  in  his  brutal  way  that  turned  from  it 
lie  should  be.  But  the  tide  of  popularity  ran  so 
high  in  favour  of  the  brilliant  past  that  the  design 
was  perforce  postponed  till  the  nation  could  be  pre- 
pared to  receive  it.     To  this  end  the   Scotch  Earl 
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gathered  under  his  banner  a  host  of  pamphleteers 
who  were  to  fling  dirt  broadcast  at  Pitt  and  all  the 
Whigs.  The  mob,  fickle  at  their  best,  knew  not 
what  to  make  of  it.  For  a  moment  they  almost 
believed  that  the  golden  idol  must  be  brass.  They 
hesitated,  and  whispered,  and  wavered,  and  turned 
at  last  for  instruction  to  the  new  leader,  Colonel 
Wilkes, — the  leader  who  won  them  by  quips  and 
laughter,  as  Pitt  had  won  them  by  his  astonishing 
purity  and  asceticism. 

You  have  seen  no  doubt,  dear  grandchildren,  Mr. 
Eeynolds's  wonderful  picture  of  his  friend  Garrick 
between  Tragedy  and  Comedy  ?  Even  in  such  a 
whimsical  predicament  was  the  British  mob  at  this 
time  between  Pitt  and  Wilkes.  "  How  happy  could 
I  be  with  either,"  as  that  droll  fellow  Walker  sings 
in  the  "Beggar's  Opera."  Wilkes,  the  fascinating 
one,  meanwhile,-  went  fiddling  and  dancing  on, 
and  bade  them  wreathe  their  heads  and  follow 
the  laughing  muse,  and  sang  gay  epics  about  Lord 
Bute  and  his  iniquities,  meddling  with  the  Great 
Commoner  no  whit  at  all. 

To  my  lord's  chagrin,  victory  still  crowned  her 
favourite's  efforts  by  land  and  sea.  Martinico, 
Sta.  Lucia,  St.  Vincent,  fell.  In  the  East  Indies 
French  power  was  totally  destroyed,  her  distress  at 
the  extremest  ebb.  Mr.  Pitt's  three  years  of  ven- 
geance reduced  her  lower  than  Marlborough's  ten. 
Her    soldiers   and   sailors   languished    in    English 
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prisons ;  her  peasantry  were  swept  up  by  the  re- 
cruiting sergeant ;  the  cultivation  of  her  fields  was 
left  to  babes  and  women.  This  was  unfortunate  for 
Lord  Bute's  plans ;  but  he  rose  to  the  emergency. 
Public  bankruptcy  and  ruin  were  predicted  by  the 
paid  pamphleteers  as  the  inevitable  results  of  an  un- 
just war  •  each  new  conquest  was  declared  to  be  a 
fresh  wound  in  the  nation's  breast.  The  Secretary 
of  State  Was  madly  ruining  his  country,  they  said, 
to  pander  to  his  own  ambition.  Was  it  not  suicide 
to  spend  millions  in  capturing  that  which  must 
sooner  or  later  be  surrendered  ?  Mr.  Pitt  was  a 
Fee-fo-fum  who  lived  on  baked  babies  and  infant- 
tart.  A  bloodthirsty  ogre — a  vampire  !  The  more 
such  mud  was  thrown  the  more  Wilkes  laughed  and 
fiddled.  Mr.  Pitt  preserved  an  awful  silence.  He 
was  too  haughty  to  defend  himself  by  a  finger 
against  slander.  Marking  which  way  the  wind 
veered  under  the  new  regime,  the  political  bat, 
George  Grenville,  finally  decided  to  desert  his 
sister's  husband  and  his  own  former  chief  to  join 
the  ranks  of  the  King's  party.  Like  an  ill-con- 
ditioned lacquey  he  left  a  kind  old  master  to  "better 
himself,"  feeling  a  conviction  (much  as  Lord  Bute 
did)  that  the  germs  of  genius  were  dormant  within 
him,  which  with  free  play  should  raise  him  to  a  level 
with  the  Commoner.  When  a  thing  is  well  done  it 
always  looks  easy  to  do — and  who  had  done  his  work 
so  well  as  Mr.   Pitt  ?     So  Mr.   Pitt  stood  alone,  a 
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cold,  gaunt,  gouty  statue  of  indignant  virtue  clad  in 
the  icicles  of  conscious  probity.  Lord  Bute  left  no 
petty  engine  unmoved  to  sting  him  into  resignation. 
He  treacherously  pointed  out  to  the  young  King 
that  but  for  him  he  might  have  espoused  Sarah,  the 
darling  gipsy  ;  that  his  lofty  bearing  was  a  constant 
insult  to  the  prerogative ;  that  he  treated  his  new 
sovereign  with  scant  respect.  George  was  aware  of 
this,  for  he  always  felt  abashed  in  the  presence  of 
his  minister,  and  owed  him  a  grudge  for  the  same. 
That  pet  tooth  ruthlessly  drawn  at  Drury  Lane  left 
an  ache  which  never  ceased.  He  had  surrendered 
the  tooth  as  a  stern  necessity,  but  was  not  in  any- 
wise inclined  to  forgive  the  dentist.  Therefore, 
knowing  himself  to  be  no  genius,  he  looked  up  to  the 
blown-out  frog  who  to  his  simple  eyes  seemed 
swollen  very  big,  and  clung  to  its  unstable  bulk  for 
support,  rather  than  to  the  firm  frigid  statue  afore- 
mentioned. 

It  was  well  known  that  Mr.  Pitt's  favourite  project 
was  to  humble  the  whole  house  of  Bourbon,  which 
included  Spain  as  well  as  France,  and  so  raise  Eng- 
land to  a  position  she  had  never  reached  before.  He 
judged  the  moment  come  for  striking  the  last  blow. 

"Marquis,"  he  said  to  my  Lord  Granby,  "it  is 
happy  that  Spain  hath  broke  with  us.  We  lack 
ready  money.  Spanish  doubloons  will  be  useful. 
You  must  take  Panama,  then  go  against  Manilla 
and  the  Havannahs." 
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To  which  Lord  Granby  answered,  "  Sir,  as  matters 
stand  that  will  be  easy.  All  Spanish  America  shall 
be  resigned  within  four  months  if  matters  are  carried 
on  as  heretofore." 

This  was  my  Lord  Bute's  opportunity.  Urged 
by  him,  his  Majesty  set  his  veto  on  the  plan.  Vainly 
Mr.  Pitt  protested,  crying,  "  Stand  forth  for  your 
country's  greatness !  I  set  you  the  example. 
Harassed  by  slander,  sinking  under  pain  and 
disease,  for  the  public  good  I  am  content  to  forget 
my  wrongs  and  my  infirmities  \" 

But  his  enemy  triumphed,  and  in  despairing 
wrath  the  Great  Minister  threw  up  his  office,  and 
shaking  the  dust  from  his  gouty  feet  retired  into 
private  life. 

So  by  dint  of  much  grubbing,  and  mire- splashing, 
and  worming,  and  wriggling,  the  audacious  favourite 
gained  his  point,  as  people  mostly  do  who  are  care- 
less of  the  weapons  used.  He  dared  to  step  into 
the  Commoner's  seven-league  boots,  and  attempt  to 
rule  the  land  with  his  fool's  bauble.  He  was  nothing 
if  not  an  actor,  and  bethought  him  that  the  best  way 
to  appease  an  exasperated  people  would  be  to  dazzle 
their  eyes  with  a  stage-play.  Great  preparations 
were  made  accordingly  for  the  King's  marriage  and 
coronation.  The  Mechlenburg  fright  was  under 
weigh.  Their  Graces  of  Ancaster  and  Hamilton, 
who  were  sent  to  fetch  her,  were  cracking  the 
enamel  from  their  faces  in  the  agonies  of  seasick- 
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ness.  The  wind  blew  a  rough  welcome  to  the 
Queen  elect,  who  was  well-nigh  shipwrecked  on  the 
Norwegian  rocks,  and  the  bridegroom  in  his  sorrow 
half  hoped  that  she  might  find  a  watery  grave.  But 
Charlotte,  who  was  a  good  sailor,  remarked  that 
"  Queens  do  not  drown,"  and  strummed  "  Down 
among  the  dead  men  "  quite  contentedly  on  her 
travelling  spinette,  while  the  two  English  Duchesses 
lay  groaning. 

What  a  dismal  welcome  for  the  poor  thing,  who 
like  a  little  novice — an  innocent  infant — was  to  drop 
into  a  very  maelstrom  of  cabal  and  intrigue  !  She, 
who  was  barely  out  of  the  nursery,  was  come  to 
share  the  bed  of  a  man  who  had  no  heart  to  give 
her ;  to  live  in  a  palace  whose  every  occupant  was 
scratching  and  biting,  tooth  and  nail,  either  for 
individual  advantage  or  revenge ;  to  reign  over  a 
people  who  were -suspicious  of  Germans,  and  were 
beginning  already  to  growl  at  her  young  partner. 
Religiously  and  strictly  educated,  she  was  called  to 
take  her  place  at  the  head  of  the  most  vicious  court 
in  Christendom — aye,  the  most  vicious  ;  for  our 
nobles  had  been  taught,  under  ponderous  German 
guidance,  to  glory  in  the  worst  French  vices,  which 
were  unretrieved,  unsoftened  by  French  wit  and 
verve.  And  not  a  friend  had  this  artless  solitary 
waif  !  Her  Grace  of  Ancaster  voted  her  a  milksop, 
her  Grace  of  Hamilton  observed  that  she  objected 
to  toads.     Her  Grace  of  Tewkesbury  looked  forward 
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with  glee  to  shocking  the  little  Puritan  with  pranks 
at  St.  James's.  The  Princess  Dowager  resolved  to 
sit  upon  her  well  at  once,  so  that  she  might  remain 
properly  crushed  during  the  remainder  of  her  exist- 
ence. In  order  satisfactorily  to  bring  this  about,  the 
wicked  old  Jezebel  determined  that  Lady  Sarah 
should  do  the  honours  of  the  landing,  and  de- 
spatched her  maid  of  honour  in  a  great  gilt  coach 
surrounded  by  a  company  of  soldiers  as  far  as  Har- 
wich. The  new  Queen  was  to  stand  face  to  face 
with  the  girl  who  held  her  husband's  heart  even  on 
first  setting  foot  upon  British  soil.  Wicked  Princess ! 
Cruel  mother  !  Her  withered  old  heart  was  wrung 
by  Lord  Bute's  conduct,  who,  since  his  late  Majesty's 
demise,  showed  too  evident,  signs  of  flinging  her 
wrinkled  affection  from  him — and  reigning  over 
her  son  alone.  Every  nerve  within  her  was  out- 
raged by  such  ingratitude.  Her  heart  was  sore. 
She  felt  spiteful.  It  should  not  be  her  fault  if 
others  suffered  less  than  she.  Ungrateful  Scotch- 
man, to  leave  her  so!  Her  "poy"  too  treated 
her  cavalierly;  looked  sullen  when  she  smiled ; 
answered  in  monosyllables ;  was  utterly  disre- 
spectful. 

"I  would  the  chii;  were  hanged  !"  she  muttered. 
"Whether  she  marries  him  or  not,  she  equally 
undermines  his  mother's  proper  influence  !" 

Out  of  sheer  malice  then  she  despatched  Lady 
Sarah  on  her  errand,  who   stood,  buffeted  by  tern- 
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pest,  muffled  in  a   sailor's  jacket   on  the  beach  to 
receive  her  new  mistress. 

What  a  welcome  for  the  poor  thing  !  A  handsome 
icy  damsel,  who,  throwing  aside  her  mufflings,  per- 
formed a  prodigious  reverence   on  the  shingle,  re- 
gardless  of  the   effect   of   weather  on   her   toilette. 
The   wind    beat,    and    howled,  and   blustered — the 
waves  dashed  clouds  of  angry  spray.     Heavy  banks 
of  leaden  vapour  rolled  along  the  horizon.     The  rain 
poured  so  pitilessly  that  twilight  had  set  in  though  the 
clocks  were  striking  three.      Sludge,   slush,  slime, 
deep  ruts  filled  to  the  brim  with  ooze.     Rain  in  un- 
compromising sheets,  water  in  torrents,  slippery  mud 
unstable  to  the  feet.     What  a  welcome  !    The  brave 
child's  heart  failed  her,  and   she  began  to   add  her 
tears  to  those  of  the  sky.     Lady  Sarah  looked  no 
sympathy  on  her  weeping.     She  performed  another 
frigid  reverence,  and   stood  as   still   and   white  as 
stone,    so    thoroughly  turned  to    marble    as    to   be 
heedless  of  a  waterspout  pouring  down  her  back. 
What  mattered  it  how  wet   she  got  ?     Could  rain 
quench  the  fire  glowing  in  her  breast  ?     She  even 
enjoyed  the  tempest — its  lashing  was  in  sympathetic 
cadence  with  her  inward  storm.     She  observed  with 
a  moonlight  ray  of  pleasure  that  the  Mechlenburg 
fright  was  very  small  and  thin ;   that  her  nostrils 
were   big;    that   her    mouth   spread   from   ear   to 
ear. 

"  She  is  hideous  \"   she  said  to  herself  with  satis- 
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faction.     tc  Her  body  is  like  a  box,  square  and  flat'. 
I  wish  him  joy  of  his  ugly  duckling." 

But  now  their  Graces  have  also  landed,  or  rather 
have  been  borne  like  helpless  sacks  on  shore  in  the 
stout  arms  of  sailors.     Never,  no  never,  will  they 
go  to    sea   again — they    swear  !     Querulously  they 
bid  Sarah  conduct  them  out  of  the  deluge.     Was 
ever  such  awful  weather !     Their  feet  are  sopping, 
their  gowns  hanging  limp  over  their  hoops.     For 
goodness'   sake  a    little  shelter  !      So  Lady  Sarah, 
who  is  also   by  this  time  wet  through,  and  rather 
likes  it  because  the  Queen-elect  is  dripping,  con- 
ducts the  party  to  the  great   coach.     The  soldiers 
present  arms,  the  fort  fires   a   salute.     Without  a 
word  Lady  Sarah  puts  up  the  windows.     They  sit 
in  a  steam-bath.     The  poor  little  nun  thinks  this 
must  be  the  land  of  silence.     They  arrive  at  Lord 
Abercorn's  seat  of  Witham.     His  lordship  hands 
her  out.     He  is  known  as  the  most  taciturn  man  in 
England.     She   unpacks  her  favourite  faded  bed- 
gown— the    one    she    wore    during    those    happy 
poverty-stricken  days  at  far-off    simple   Strelitz — 
and  nestles  by  a  fire  to  indulge  in  a  good  cry.     But 
Lady  Sarah,  who  will  permit  of  no  such  comfort,  is 
down  upon   her  forthwith.     She  dares  to  try  and 
enjoy  herself,  even  by  crying  ?     Not  she  !     So  long 
as  Lady  Sarah  does  the  honours. 

"  Your  Highnesses  supper  is  served  in  the  great 
ball,"     she    announces    coldly.     The    nun    timidly 
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suggests  that  she  is  tired  and  would  prefer  to  keep 
her  room.  "  Your  Highnesses  supper  is  served  in 
the  great  hall/'  repeats  her  rival  coldly,  ignoring 
the  remark,  then  retires  leaving  the  door  wide  open. 
Lady  Sarah  waits  upon  her  standing,  as  she  sits  like 
a  small  mouse  in  the  centre  of  the  vast  apartment, 
while  silent  Lord  Abercorn  pours  out  some  wine. 
The  shattered  Duchesses  are  solacing  themselves 
with  warm  possets  in  bed.  The  rain  patters  on  in 
pitiless  torrents,  the  wind  moans  down  the  chimneys 
and  plays  hide  and  seek  among  the  pillars  and 
fretted  oaken  rafters — howls  along  the  draughty 
corridors.  What  a  welcome  !  What  a  grim  re- 
past ! 

Next  day  they  start  on  their  journey  under  less 
soul- shrivelling  auspices.  The  wind  has  gone 
down  and  it  is  fine.  The  great  coach,  if  damp  and 
mouldy  itself,  contains  at  least  four  dry  ladies.  The 
Duchesses  revive  at  the  prospect  of  regaining  dear 
wicked  London  shortly.  They  look  quite  spry  with 
new  rouge  smeared  thick.  Little  Charlotte's  heart 
is  beating  wildly,  for  in  an  hour  or  so  she  will  meet 
her  new  lord.  Lady  Sarah,  fiercely  determined  to 
abate  no  jot  of  her  task,  assisted  at  her  toilette  this 
morning,  and  mischievously  encouraged  her  when 
she  adorned  herself  in  the  German  manner. 

"Well!"  she  murmured  inwardly,  "the  fright 
could  not  look  more  hideous.     I  am  satisfied." 

Indeed  the  poor  thing  does  not  look  well.     Her 
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body  looks  like  a  box  sewed  up  in  blue  satin,  her 
hair,  twisted  into  knots  called  a  tete  de  mouton,  is 
topped  by  a  ludicrous  blue  coif.  In  her  ears  are 
her  mother's  garnets,  which  her  Grace  of  Ancaster, 
who  is  glorious  with  diamonds,  appraises  at  about 
three-and-sixpence.  Her  mouth  is  larger  than  ever. 
As  they  roll  along,  lurching  from  side  to  side  through 
ruts  like  embryo  ditches,  she  has  time  to  study  the 
marble  face  opposite,  lit  by  dark,  burning,  sorrowful 
eyes. 

"You  are  very,  very  pretty/'  she  says  simply, 
"  I  wish  you  were  happy,  but  you  scarcely  look  so. 
When  I  am  married  to  the  King  we  will  both  watch 
over  your  happiness.'" 

The  two  Duchesses  titter;  Lady  Sarah  blenches 
not.  People  seem  all  of  them  bent  on  vexing  her 
with  odious  pity.     Looking  at  her  dial,  she  says  : 

"  Unless  this  plaguy  coach  moves  faster,  we  shall 
not  have  time  to  beautify  for  the  wedding.-" 

"  What  wedding  V  asks  the  scared  nun. 

"Your  wedding,  madam/''  rejoins  the  maid  of 
honour.  "  Your  Highness  must  be  a  wife  by  mid- 
night, for  in  sooth  his  Majesty  is  in  a  monstrous 
hurry  to  complete  his  bliss/' 

Charlotte  lies  motionless  in  her  corner  of  the 
carriage,  for  the  child  has  fainted  under  pressure  of 
so  many  emotions. 

*  *  *  * 

Hours  passed.     The  day  waned.     It  was  again 
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twilight  when  the  coach  rumbled  into  the  court- 
yard of  St.  James's.  The  King,  in  terrible 
uneasiness,  strove  to  converse  rationally  with  Lord 
Bute.  This  ordeal  was  almost  more  terrible  than 
the  one  at  Holland  House.  For  in  a  few  minutes, 
seconds  perhaps,  he  was  to  look  for  the  first  time  at 
the  girl  who  was  to  be  bone  of  his  bone  till  one  or 
other  died.  What  was  she  like  ?  Her  letters  were 
prim  and  good  and  dull.  She  could  not  be  like 
Sarah,  for  nature  is  chary  of  repeating  perfection. 
Oh,  Sarah !  Sarah  !  Lovely  entrancing  gipsy ! 
Cruel  destiny  had  torn  her  from  his  arms.  His 
heart-strings  were  rent  and  bleeding.  He  could 
never  love  again,  but  would  try  hard  to  do  his  duty 
by  the  new-comer.  He  could  not  give  her  love; 
but  would  be  very  kind  to  her.  Maybe  they  might 
come  to  entertain  a  calm  subdued  affection  as  they 
wandered  grey-headed  together  in  the  shadowy 
vistas  of  old  age.  Old  age !  How  many  years 
must  pass  before  that  time  arrived  ?  Years  of 
struggle,  of  hope,  of  sorrow,  of  much  disappoint- 
ment. 

How  fond  is  youth  of  looking  forward  with  a 
confiding  smile  across  the  wide  expanse  which  is  a 
life  !  Death  has  no  terrors,  for  it  seems  so  far  off. 
George  thought  not  of  death,  or  of  that  living 
oblivion  which  is  more  terrible  than  death ;  which, 
robbing  us  of  reason,  leaves  us  more  degraded  than 
the  brutes,  who  at  least  have  instinct.    Poor  George ! 
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He  knew  not  of  the  shadow  hovering  so  near,  and 
was  looking  sentimentally  forward  to  a  calm,  green 
old  age,  when  he  might  perhaps  grow  to  think  of 
Sarah  without  a  lnmp  rising  in  his  throat.  Ah  me  ! 
The  shadow  was  even  on  his  threshold,  but  he  sus- 
pected not  the  menace  of  its  approach. 

The  humbled  Princess,  his  mother,  was  striving 
nervously  to  engage  his  attention,  but  he  turned 
his  back  on  her.  Her  Grace  of  Tewkesbury  was 
detailing  to  absent-minded  Gladys  the  wonders  of  the 
gown  with  which  she  proposed  to  startle  London  at 
the  coronation.  But  Lady  Gladys  was  in  a  delicious 
day-dream,  for  Lord  Bellasis  looked  very  handsome 
and  was  most  attentive  to  her.  Lord  Holland  was 
there,  and  George  Grenville — the  turncoat — both 
smirking  at  Lord  Bute.  Mr.  Pitt  was  not  there, 
for  he  had  retired  in  dudgeon  to  Bath  to  nurse  his 
gout  and  his  grievances.  And  indeed  the  whole 
party  felt  mightily  relieved  at  the  absence  of  his 
reproachful  eyes. 

His  Majesty  was  studying  his  pocket-dial  for 
the  fiftieth  time  when  the  coach  rumbled  into  the 
court-yard.  Charlotte  skipped  trembling  out  and, 
according  to  her  fond  mother's  instructions  before 
she  started  on  this  life- journey,  attempted  to  kneel. 

The  King  winced  at  sight  of  the  great  mouth  and 
the  skimpy  little  box  sewn  up  in  satin ;  but  instead 
of  running  away  with  a  shriek,  the  brave  young 
man  drank  up  his  physic  without  so  much  as  a  wry 
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face.  Although  Sarah  planted  herself  beside  the 
shaking  Princess  in  order  that  he  might  comfortably 
compare  that  which  he  accepted  with  that  which  he 
threw  from  kirn,  he  put  his  arm  manfully  around 
the  box  and  pressed  his  lips  upon  the  great  mouth. 
Then  he  presented  the  young-  lady  to  his  mother, 
while  the  two  now  voluble  Duchesses  lifted  up  their 
voices  and  vociferated  anent  the  horrors  of  a  tossing 
sea.  This  duty  accomplished  he  could  do  no  more. 
Avoiding  the  eye  of  his  rejected  ladye-love,  he  seized 
Lord  Bute's  arm,  and  murmuring  :  "  I  am  choking. 
Let  us  walk,"  dragged  the  favourite  towards  the 
Mall;  while  his  mother  conducted  the  disconcerted 
bride-elect  to  her  chamber. 

"  Well  done,  Scorpion  \"  whispered  the  Duchess 
of  Tewkesbury  encouragingly.  "  You  are  a  sturdy 
girl.  Courage !  He  is  not  worthy  of  you.  Be 
brave,  and  an  honour  to  your  sex.  He  is  only  fit  to 
act  as  tool  to  a  designing  favourite." 

"I  cannot  hear  his  Majesty  traduced,"  returned 
Lady  Sarah  haughtily. 

"  You  still  love  the  faithless  wretch  V3  asked  her 
Grace,  with  a  malicious  twinkle.  "  Beware  of  man's 
deceitful  ways  !  What  fun  if  that  wizen  little  dot 
were  ever  to  play  Eleanor  to  your  Rosamond  !  The 
dagger  or  the  bowl !  Choose  \"  she  cried,  throwing 
herself  into  a  mock  tragic  attitude.  <(  Well,  well ; 
don't  be  cross.  The  insidious  round-faced  blue- 
eyed  monster  is  a  miracle  of  constancy — if  you  like 
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to  have  it  so;  while  the  bride-elect  is  quite  genteel. 
She  speaks  English  fluently;  and  does  not  at  all 
resemble  in  complexion  a  medlar  pear  \" 

Then  her  Grace  frisked  up  to  the  other  Duchesses 
to  mimic  Sarah's  pertness,  and  tell  them  how  the 
damsel  quite  admired  the  King's  taste,  and  had 
dutifully  resolved  to  adore  the  woman  who  was  to 
be  her  inconstant  lover's  wife. 

My  Lady  Grizel  was  in  the  best  of  spirits,  for 
Lady  Gladys  and  Lord  Bellasis  were  behaving  just 
as  she  intended  they  should,  and  developing  into 
pattern  turtledoves.  She  would  tie  them  together 
presently ;  then  Lord  Bellasis's  mouth  would  be  for 
ever  stopped,  and  there  would  be  no  remote  chance 
of  that  secret  ever  cropping  up  again.  Fortune  was 
at  last  propitious.  The  early  mistake  was  buried 
fathoms  deep  with  rocks  poured  on  it — deep,  deep — 
whence  no  dredge  might  ever  bring  it  to  the  light. 

Lord  Bellasis  was  behaving  admirably,  for,  quite 
sure  by  this  time  that  he  loved  the  modest  violet, 
he  tacitly  agreed  to  endorse  the  tactics  of  her  Grace 
of  Tewkesbury.  She  looked  then  on  the  turtle- 
doves and  their  absurd  public  dallying  with  triumph. 
The  river  which  at  its  start  had  so  branched  and 
fretted,  was  running  a  smooth  and  even  course.  Yes; 
she  would  see  the  twain  safely  linked,  and  then — 
should  Anagke,  turning  sulky,  strive  to  rake  up 
dead  bones,  she  would  snap  her  fingers  in  her  face. 
The  weal  of  a  future  heir  to  Bellasis  might  come  to 
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hang  upon  that  fusty  secret.  A  mother,  however 
mild  by  nature,  may  be  transformed  into  a  tigress. 
In  her  mind's  eye  she  beheld  the  horrid  spectre 
emerging  from  its  shroud  on  some  far-distant  day 
to  be  exorcised  immediately,  whilst  Lady  Gladys, 
for  the  sake  of  a  yet  unborn  son,  held  book  and 
candle.  Not  that  her  Grace  was  in  any  way  aware 
that  Lady  Gladys  had  been  a  witness ;  of  course 
not.  But  these  mawkins  are  so  ridiculously  upright 
that  sometimes  they  wall  be  guilty  of  all  sorts  of 
nonsense  "for  a  principle."  But  no.  Once  a 
mother,  even  this  special  mawkin  might  be  brought 
up  to  the  mark  and  made,  for  a  child's  sake,  to 
swear  anything  convenient.  How  far  off  was  the 
year  '47,  when  a  young  girl  threw  off  her  mask  of 
gaiety  in  the  watches  of  the  night  and  writhed  in 
solitude  and  wrung  her  hands  !  Anagke  and  the 
inevitable  veil !  nonsense.  Anagke — tawdry  player- 
queen — had  put  forth  a  fiuger  saying  : 

"Thou  hast  been  foolish — thou  shalt  bear  the 
brand  of  folly  through  a  miserable  life.  Thy  bonds 
shall  break  thee,  thy  chains  shall  weigh  thee  down!" 

What  a  pitiful  bugaboo  was  Anagke  after  all, 
despite  her  sable  plumes  and  tragic  attitude  !  The 
chains  were  snapped ;  the  bonds  filed  through ;  the 
deity  herself  woefully  defeated.     A  fig  for  her  ! 

An  army  was  springing  up  to  guard  the  threshold 
of  that  secret — Bellasis,  Gladys,  Jasper — doughty 
allies.     The  maid  of  honour  and  the  Duchess  were 
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better  friends  at  this  period  than  they  had  ever  been. 
Their  daily  kisses  were  not  meant  for  bites,  as 
embraces  between  females  generally  are.  The  chair 
of  Lady  Gladys  frequently  stood  in  the  courtyard  of 
Tewkesbury  House.  She  even  related  her  love- 
passages  to  her  quondam  rival.  That  scene  so  long 
ago,  wherein  the  parson  figured  with  a  taper  in  his 
hat,  was  blurred  out  of  recognition — blotted  quite 
away. 

Jasper  was  over-anxious  with  his  tiresome  pre- 
cautions— that  dear  brother  who  lectured  her  so  in 
private,  and  had  certainly  been  quite  as  imprudent 
as  herself.  It  was  lucky  that  his  Majesty  the  strut- 
ting sultan  died  just  when  he  did,  or  it  might  have 
fared  very  ill  with  Jasper ;  for  to  be  rude  to  his  pet 
troops  was  to  touch  him  in  a  tender  point.  But  the 
old  King  was  dead,  Jasper  got  off  with  a  reprimand, 
and  having  obtained  his  discharge,  was  now  abiding 
with  his  sister  at  Tewkesbury  House.  He  was  of  a 
strangely  secretive  disposition,  was  Jasper — given 
to  fits  of  hermit-playing,  during  which  he  dis- 
appeared none  knew  whither,  and  his  sister  ac- 
counted for  these  absences  with  pity  as  due  to  the 
bend- sinister  which  worked  like  a  fever  in  his  blood. 
Her  Grace  was  a  duchess  to  the  core ;  whatever  she 
undertook  she  carried  out  right  royally.  Therefore 
nobody  was  surprised  that  so  great  a  lady  should 
shame  to  see  even  a  bastard  brother  a  poor  soldier, 
and  people   applauded  the  kindliness  which  esta- 
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blished  that  grave  person  in  a  secluded  wing  with 
saddle-horses  at  his  command  and  such  soberly  rich 
attire  as  became  a  quiet  gentleman.  Thus  was 
Jasper  established  at  his  sister's  side  to  protect  her, 
if  protection  came  to  be  wanted,  and  his  presence 
rendered  her  happy  and  secure.  So  unaccustomed 
a  contentment  stole  over  her  tempest-racked  spirit 
that  she  even  set  herself  seriously  to  patch  up  the 
differences  between  her  husband  and  his  next  heir, 
Mr.  Meadows.  Under  the  circumstances  she  was 
little  likely  to  be  blessed  with  offspring,  so  it  be- 
came fitting  that  she  should  check  unseemly  squab- 
bling in  the  family.  But  in  this  point  alone  the  hoary 
Duke  was  adamant.  He  persisted  that  his  nephew 
was  counting  his  days  and  hours  in  an  indecent 
manner,  and  swore  he  would  live  to  a  hundred 
years,  if  only  for  the  purpose  of  spiting  him. 

Imitation  being  the  sincerest  flattery,  it  behoved 
the  lords  and  ladies  to  follow  their  young  master 
from  St.  James's  to  the  Mall,  where  he  was  walking 
up  and  down  with  hasty  strides  to  calm  his  aching- 
heart.  That  big  mouth  and  fluttering  square  figure, 
those  dreadful  little  knobs  of  hair,  that  box  bedecked 
with  satin !  How  wicked  it  was  of  provoking 
Sarah  to  display  her  charms  beside  these  disadvan- 
tages !  She  showed  no  pity  for  him.  Nobody 
showed  pity ;  not  even  his  mother.  Ancient  fairy 
stories  came  to  his  mind  of  princesses  under  a  spell, 
who  cast  their  speckled  skin  in  reward  for  some  act 
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of  devotion  and  lived  happily  ever  af ter,  the  fairest  of 
the  fair.  Was  not  his  own  immolation  worthy  of  such 
a  catastrophe  ?  Had  he  not  offered  in  cold  blood 
upon  the  altar  of  his  people  all  that  he  held  dearest 
in  the  world  ?  Perchance  at  midnight,  when  the 
rites  were  over,  the  yawning  chasm  would  diminish 
into  a  rosebud  mouth,  the  box  would  expand  and 
shrink  into  undulating  loveliness,  the  skinny  speckled 
neck  assume  a  classic  fulness.  But  no.  The  days 
of  fairyland  are  over.  He  must  clasp  the  uncom- 
promising angles  of  the  Mechlenburg  box  to  his 
marital  bosom  for  life.  As  she  was  so  ugly,  no 
doubt  she  was  very  good.  Buoyant,  sanguine 
spirit  of  youth  !  In  dealing  with  my  Lady  Grizel 
long  ago  he  had  acted  on  the  theory  that  what  is 
beautiful  must  needs  be  good  as  well,  and  was 
therein  grievously  disillusioned.  With  the  courage 
of  young  hope  he  now  started  a  fresh  principle  as  a 
crumb  for  his  comforting.  Good  must  surely  exist 
somewhere.  If  not  in  the  beautiful,  then  in  the 
ugly.  There  was  no  doubt  about  Charlotte's 
plainness.  Of  course  she,  in  baldest  justice,  must 
turn  out  a  dragon  of  virtue,  a  paragon  of  excellence. 
Ingenuous  boyhood  !  Boyhood  to  be  sorrowed 
with  by  reason  of  the  deceptions  which  must  needs 


come 


The  ladies  of  the  court  trailed  about  the  Mall, 
dragging  long  costly  tails  of  richest  fabric  through 
the  mud.     A  crowd  of  the  commonalty — workmen,. 
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■'prentices,,  weavers,  and  such-like — were  assembled 
to  look  at  them  and  at  their  King ;  a  crowd  who^e 
grim  conduct  boded  little  sympathy  with  the  new 
reign.  Bread  was  dear.  The  weavers  of  Spital 
Fields  could  not  sell  their  wares,  so  great  was  the 
demand  of  fickle  fashion  for  the  tissues  of  con- 
quered France.  Mr.  Pitt's  wars  were  expensive. 
This  was  admitted  and  condoned,  yet  it  seemed  hard 
that  such  money  as  was  left  should  go  to  the  feed- 
ing of  the  enemy.  French  silks,  French  friseurs, 
French  dancing-masters.  Colonel  Wilkes  had  been 
explaining  to  them  with  crystal  clearness  from  a  bench 
not  ten  minutes  since,  that  if  their  wrongs  were  to 
find  a  limit,  if  their  children  were  to  be  fed,  they 
must  enforce  their  rights  themselves  and  dictate 
terms  to  a  frivolous  and  effete  aristocracy.  As  if 
to  give  effect  to  his  oration,  he  no  sooner  descended 
from  his  rostrum  than  out  flocked  a  bevy  of  the 
delinquents,  headed  by  his  Majesty  in  person,  and 
the  hated  favourite.  For  the  first  time  they  forgot 
the  respect  due  to  his  high  office  and  vented  their 
feelings  in  a  low  long  murmur,  like  the  far-off  lash- 
ing of  troubled  waters.  The  pale,  sad,  young  King- 
looked  round  surprised ;  the  favourite  scowled. 

"  What  means  this,  my  lord  V}  inquired  the 
King.  iC  I  have  given  them  the  first-fruits  of  my 
heart.     What,  what  ?  would  they  have  my  head  as 
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"  The  new  demagogue  is  at  work,"  returned  Lord 
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Bute.  "  Yonder  he  stands,  bowing  and  grinning. 
Was  ever  such  insolence  ?     He  must  be  crushed  !" 

"Yes,  he  must  be  crushed!"  echoed  George 
Grenville,  bowing  too,  who,  having  basely  deserted 
his  fallen  brother-in-law,  was  become,  in  hope  of 
pickings,  my  Lord  Bute's  henchman. 

"  As  I  live,"  exclaimed  George,  ' '  there  is  my  old 
tutor  gossiping  with  him  —  he  whom  Mr.  Pitt 
muzzled.     He  used  to  be  my  friend — hey  V 

"  A  false  friend,"  replied  Lord  Bute,  who  had  no 
notion  of  permitting  this  cook  to  add  his  spoon  to 
the  broth.  Unfortunately  a  decree  of  amnesty  had 
been  issued  on  the  accession  of  the  sultan's  successor 
to  all  political  offenders,  and,  much  as  he  should  have 
liked  it,  he  dared  suggest  no  special  reservation 
with  regard  to  Andrew  Stone.  Therefore,  seeing 
him  appear  thus  for  the  first  time  in  public  since  his 
imprisonment,  with  the  intention  of  addressing  his 
ex-pupil,  it  appeared  urgent  to  the  diplomatic  mind 
of  the  favourite  to  nip  that  insidious  schemer's  ad- 
vances in  the  bud.     So  he  repeated  with  a  "  Hem  V 

' '  Sir,  you  are  well  quit  of  him,  for  he  is  an  ally  of 
this  pestilent  Wilkes,  who  is  as  notorious  for  a  dis- 
solute private  life  as  for  public  venom  against  your 
Highness.  Have  you  seen  the  last  number  of  the 
North  Briton  V 

"  Enough  \"  interrupted  the  King,  flushing 
scarlet  and  turning  on  his  heel.  The  number  last 
published  of  the  North  Briton  contained  an  acrid 
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onslaught    upon    the    reputation    of    the    Princess 
Dowager. 

As  to  Mr.  Andrew  Stone  (who,  in  consequence  of 
his  incarceration,  we  have  lost  sight  of  for  awhile), 
his  short  sojourn  in  durance  had  done  him  no  serious 
harm,  although  his  jailer  was  no  other  than  the 
terrible  Bambridge.  In  the  first  place,  he  was  not 
unprovided  with  gold  ;  in  the  second,  he  was  a  state 
prisoner,  with  powerful  friends,  who  might  not  be 
treated  to  the  warden's  playfulness.  He  occupied 
superior  apartments  therefore  at  Corbett's  coffee- 
house, which  happened  for  the  moment  to  be  free 
from  typhus  or  leprosy.  The  infectious  cases  usually 
kept  there  for  duly  overawing  close-fisted  prisoners 
had  been  ungrateful  enough  to  die  off,  and  new 
specimens  were  not  yet  sent  in.  Stone,  then,  was 
not  uncomfortable,  although  by  order  he  was  not 
allowed  to  buy  the  privileges,  and  so  he  turned  his 
attention  for  the  distraction  of  his  dull  hours  to 
Bambridge  and  his  lambs.  The  ex-tutor,  to  whom 
'  intrigue  was  a  second  nature,  began  to  reflect  that  the 
inmates  of  such  a  fold  as  the  Fleet,  whose  recesses 
he  looked  on  for  the  first  time — starved,  degraded 
into  beasts — might  in  clever  hands  become  a  mighty 
engine  in  these  troublous  days  of  mob-rule  and  riot. 
Wilkes  called  often  to  see  his  old  friend,  bringing 
with  him  copies  of  the  North  Briton,  and  discoursing 
at  length  on  the  effect  of  that  paper  on  the  rabble 
as  regarded  his  hated  enemy,  Lord  Bute.     He  drew 
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word-pictures  with  devilish  peals  of  laughter  of  that 
pompous  frog  beiug  ducked  in  a  horse-pond,  thanks 
to  the  goading  of  the  North  Briton.  Then  again,  at 
other  times,  he  appeared  despondent,  declaring  with 
curses  that  the  people  had  no  spirit — that  they  were 
too  craven  even  to  launch  a  well-directed  cat,  a 
deftly-aimed  rotten  egg.  The  mob  was  not  difficult 
to  lead  up  to  a  certain  point,  but  that  point  gained, 
it  turned  tail  and  ran  away. 

In  his  solitude  Stone  reflected  on  these  things, 
peering  into  the  confused  future,  which  was  a  chaos, 
and,  putting  two  and  two  together,  invited  Bam- 
bridge  one  day  to  crack  a  bottle  with  him,  who 
never  was  loath  to  drink  at  another  man's  expense. 

He  reckoned  up  his  jailer  as  the  quintessence  of 
moral  turpitude,  a  fiend  who  loved  to  inflict  pain, 
an  arch-bully,  therefore  an  arch-cur.  It  became 
clear  to  his  mind  that  under  given  circumstances 
Bambridge  might  be  made  most  useful.  Ergo, 
Bambridge  must  be  cultivated,  however  nauseating 
the  process  of  savage-taming  might  prove  to  so 
fastidious  a  gentleman  as  the  ex-tutor.  A  very 
useful  place  indeed  might  the  Fleet  prison  possibly 
become.  No  records  were  kept  there.  No  one 
knew  or  cared  who  occupied  the  common  side — 
what  desperadoes  were  hatched  there  to  be  turned 
out  upon  society.  For  money  Bambridge  could  be 
got  to  sell  his  desperadoes,  transformed  into  raven- 
ing wolves,  merciless  as  he  had  been  without  mercy. 
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Who  could  say  how  soon  it  would  be  well  to  have 
such  at  command  ?  Wilkes  had  great  projects,  but 
complained  that  the  mob  upon  whom  they  depended 
were  leaderless  sheep.  Might  not  leaders  be  found 
amongst  these  wretches  ?  It  was  worth  thinking 
about,  and  Stone  resolved  to  communicate  his  views 
fully  to  Colonel  Wilkes,  who  might  possibly  be  in- 
duced by  some  arrangement  of  mutual  help  to  join 
in  a  crusade  against  her  Grace  of  Tewkesbury,  whom 
he  was  now  the  more  determined,  as  he  thought  it 
over,  to  run  down  and  pursue  unto  the  bitterest  end 
— aye,  to  the  very  death  !  How  he  was  going  to  set 
about  this  he  could  not  tell  as  yet;  but  that  it  should, 
and  must,  and  would  be  done,  there  was  no  shadow 
of  doubt  within  his  mind.  Punished  she  should 
certainly  be  for  her  conduct  anent  the  health- 
drinking  ;  not  by  vulgar  means  such  as  kidnapping. 
Such  methods  may  be  used  by  footpads,  not  by 
gentlemen.  Mr.  S tone's  agile  brain  worked,  he 
revolved  ways  and  means,  spun  webs — was  satisfied 
with  none.  Then  came  the  death  of  the  little  sultan, 
and  the  fall  of  the  Great  Commoner,  one  of  whose 
last  acts  was  to  open  the  door  which  he  had  himself 
closed  on  the  ex- tutor.  Mr.  Stoue,  then,  found 
himself  free  once  more,  with  enlarged  experiences, 
and  a  knowledge  of  strange  things,  and  an  abiding 
hatred  of  the  Duchess,  such  as  kept  him  awake  of 
nights. 

The  Duchess  saw  and  smiled  sweetly  on  Mr.  Stone 
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as  slie  walked  upon  the  Mall.  She  had  so  utterly 
discomfited  hini  in  their  last  encounter  that  his  re- 
appearance inspired  her  with  no  fear.  She  was  the 
cat,  he  the  mouse.  He  might  play  about  a  little. 
If  he  squeaked  or  wagged  an  aggressive  tail,  she 
would  gobble  him  up  in  a  trice.  Observing  the 
royal  party  he  made  haste  to  leave  his  compromisiDg 
friend,  Colonel  Wilkes,  and  advanced,  bowing,  to 
congratulate  his  late  pupil  upon  his  accession.  The 
Duchess  held  out  a  large  frank  white  hand  to  him. 

"  Sans  rancune  !"  she  said.  "  I  am  delighted  to 
see  you  look  so  charming*  well.  Fleet  Ditch  is 
vastly  wholesome.  Scorpion  here  no  doubt  shares 
my  joy  in  seeing  you.  You  will  be  always  welcome 
at  Tewkesbury  House.  My  levees  are  from  two  to 
four,  with  music  sometimes,  sometimes  dancing 
dogs.  Come.  A  jproVos  of  dogs,  watch  me  this 
crowd.  Are  they  dogs  or  apes  ?  Pho  !  I  protest 
they  are  beneath  contempt.  Your  Colonel  wastes 
his  valuable  time,  which  is  a  pity,  for  he  is  clever. 
They  dared  to  hiss  me  more  than  once,  and  would 
have  dragged  me  from  my  chair  because  I  do  not 
choose  to  be  trammelled  with  their  silly  conventions. 
I  bearded  and  laughed  at  them,  and  they  slunk  away 
abashed.  When  his  blessed  old  Grace  married  me, 
then  they  professed  to  be  delighted,  and  drank  my 
health,  vowing-  I  was  divine.  How  the  great  Pitt 
slaved  for  them,  and  what  was  his  reward  ?  They 
huzzaed  him,  dragged  his  carriage,  thickened  the 
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air  with,  torch-smoke.  Would  they  raise  a  cudgel 
to  defend  him  now  against  calumny  ?  Not  they, 
the  swine  !  A  whip  and  a  boot-heel  is  all  that  they 
deserve.  More  contemptible  than  the  mangey  lions 
in  the  Tower  \" 

"  A  mob  without  a  leader  is  like  a  ship  without  a 
helm,"  rejoined  Stone,  displaying  his  lupine  fangs. 
"  Method  will  bind  willow-wands  into  a  strong 
barrier,  against  which  you  may  tear  your  skin  in 
vain.  The  mob  may  find  a  leader  some  day.  Dis- 
cretion is  the  best  part  of  valour,  you  know.  You 
beat  me  once  by  the  boldness  of  your  game.  Rash- 
ness is  not  always  successful.  I  can  watch  and 
wait  \" 

The  Duchess  was  delighted — the  mouse  was  sitting 
on  its  hind  legs — most  amusing  mouse  !  The  King 
threw  a  glance  over  his  shoulder  to  see  what  caused 
her  Grace's  merriment.  Stone,  seizing  his  oppor- 
tunity, bowed  to  the  ground.  As  he  rose  from  his 
obeisance,  expecting  to  meet  the  old  friendly  smile, 
a  touch  of  the  kindly  hand,  he  was  thunderstruck. 
His  Majesty's  back;  a  fine  view  of  the  silken  bow 
that  tied  the  royal  locks  into  a  queue ;  a  rigidity  of 
neck  which  said  as  plainly  as  could  be,  "  I  stare 
straight  ahead.  I  don't  see  you,  and  won't  see  you. 
The  sooner  you  vanish  the  sooner  shall  I  unstiffen." 
Horror  of  horrors  !  Imprisonment  through  back- 
stairs influence  was  bad  enough ;  but  disgrace  !  and 
such    disgrace — absolute,    unquestioning,  upon  the 
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public  promenade  !  Was  this  too  her  doing  ? 
What  vengeance  could  cancel  this  accumulating 
debt?  Her  Grace,  catching  his  eye  malevolently 
fixed  on  her,  laughed  outright. 

"  You  may  have  to  wait  a  long  time  \"  she  re- 
marked. "  My  poor  friend,  you  are  ignorant  of  the 
first  rudiments  of  intrigue,  for  you  cannot  even 
school  your  tell-tale  face  to  hide  your  thoughts. 
There  !  there !  Begone,  lest  the  whim  take  us  to 
shut  you  up  again  \" 

Irresolutely  he  stood,  his  enemy's  scornful  words 
still  ringing  in  his  ears,  jumbled  with  a  peal  of 
marriage  bells.  The  royal  party  swept  away,  heed- 
ing him  no  more  than  if  he  were  the  lowest  Irish 
chair-porter.  Fury  ran  through  his  veins,  firing  his 
brain,  quickening  his  pulses.  Had  he  schemed  during 
so  many  years  for  this?  Had  he  moulded  his  pupil's 
mind,  expanding  it  as  little  as  might  be,  fencing  it 
about  with  prejudice,  preparing  it  to  receive 
pictures  impressed  by  his  own  finger  alone,  to  be 
fooled  thus  ?  He  had  always  despised  his  pupil  as 
a  grovelling  plodder ;  yet  never  had  he  believed  him 
to  be  so  weak,  so  easily  led  by  the  first  guiding 
hand  !  How  disgusting  was  such  treatment — how 
unutterably  odious  this  scoffing  Duchess  ! 

Colonel  Wilkes  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Aha  \"  he  said,  "  hath  our  palace  of  cards  so 
soon  tumbled  about  our  ears  ?  Interesting  spectacle  ! 
Here  is  a  man  bred  in  courts,  who  is  surprised  to 
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light  upon  ingratitude  !  Read  your  North  Briton 
and  be  wise  !" 

Stone  passed  his  arm  through  Wilkes's  without 
replying,  and  led  him  away,  pondering  deeply  as  he 
went.  A  handsome  dark  gentleman  in  mulberry 
velvet,  who  was  taking  the  air,  observed  the  pair 
and  followed  them. 

<c  Angel  of  darkness,  whither  wouldst  thou  lead  V 
demanded  Wilkes  at  length  in  mock-heroics.  "  Thy 
throat  is  parched  !  And  mine  then — doth  it  not 
always  cry  to  be  refreshed,  as  the  hart  panteth  for 
the  water-brooks  ?  Have  at  thee,  then — lead  on  to 
the  nighest  tavern. " 

The  two  turned  into  a  house  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Whitehall,  where  groups  were 
discussing  the  news  from  fenced-in  close- 
curtained  boxes  amid  a  prevailing  atmosphere  of 
smoke  and  beef-steam.  Some  stood  over  the  fire 
absorbed  by  the  prospect  of  their  dinner  frizzling 
upon  the  flame.  Some  paused  before  emptying 
their  silver  tankard  to  listen  to  a  thrilling  descrip- 
tion of  the  new  Queen's  ugliness.  Others  were  glib 
about  the  dangerous  attitude  of  the  mob,  my  Lord 
Bute's  truculence,  the  evident  presence  of  his  agents 
interspersed  among  the  crowd  to  awe  them  into 
silence.  One  gentleman  declared  that  my  lord  from 
his  own  point  of  view  was  right — that,  but  for  the 
terror  half-concealed  surveillance  inspires,  he  would 
have  been  pelted  to  death  long  since. 
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"  And  a  good  thing  too/'  bawled  another.  "  He 
is  the  curse  of  our  land — fit  only  to  be  torn  piece- 
meal by  the  fowls  of  the  air." 

"Nay  \"  shouted  a  third,  "  Fd  place  him  gagged 
and  bound  with  all  his  frippery  of  stars  and  gew- 
gaws round  him  at  the  cross  roads  by  St.  Giles  in 
the  Fields.  I  warrant  the  footpads  would  soon  strip 
him  of  his  borrowed  plumes." 

"  Talking  of  footpads/'  put  in  a  fourth,  "have  you 
heard  that  Scratchpole  has  appeared  again  ?  He 
was  met  with  four  others  on  the  Chelsea  Road,  where 
he  stopped  and  robbed  the  mail.  There  was  more 
of  malice  than  of  greed  about  the  exploit,  for  it 
seems  they  burnt  the  bags.  The  road  was  littered 
with  half-consumed  bank-bills  and  billets-doux. 
Strange  being.  Where  hath  he  hidden  himself  all 
these  years  Vy 

Colonel  Wilkes  and  his  friend  ensconced  them- 
selves in  a  box  and  called  for  wine.  For  an  instant 
the  buzz  ceased  out  of  respect  for  the  new  patriot ; 
then,  as  he  evidently  desired  to  remain  unnoticed, 
commenced  again.  A  gentleman  in  a  mulberry  suit 
took  his  seat  in  the  next  box,  and  asking  for  the 
Gazette  shaded  his  face  therewith.  Through  the  din 
he  tried  to  catch  Stone's  words,  for  on  the  Mall  he 
remarked  just  now  that  that  person  conversed  with 
the  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury,  and  left  her  after  awhile 
evidently  disturbed  in  his  mind.  He  desired  to  trace 
what  tell-tale  feathers  emotion  might  fling  into  the 
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air  to  point  out  to  cunning  eyes  the  direction  of  the 
wind.  The  reckless  Duchess  needed  so  much  pro- 
tection !  The  twain  talked  so  low  that  he  could 
barely  catch  sentences  by  fragments. 

"  You  speak  in  parables,"  Wilkes  was  saying ; 
"why  not  explain  yourself  more  plainly  ?  The  King's 
conduct  to  you  clinches  the  matter,  you  say  ?  You 
shake  off  the  dust  from  your  feet  upon  the  court 
and  wish  to  join  my  standard.  Bravo  !  The  King 
is  a  fool.  I  am  sorry  for  him.  I  wage  no  war  with 
him ;  only  against  his  favourite  and  ugly  Jezebel. 
My  gallantry  forbids  me  to  raise  my  hand  against 
the  Duchess,  who  is  beautiful.  No,  no  !  John 
Wilkes  is  the  willing  slave  of  any  pretty  woman." 

"  Then  I  must  fight  her  by  myself,"  retorted 
Stone,  "though  if  you  would  help  me  in  my  project 
I  might  help  you  in  yours.  You  must  change  your 
ways  though,  if  you  would  hope  to  succeed.  Mark 
me  !  if  you  are  to  be  bellwether  to  these  silly  sheep 
you  must  reform  your  ways.  News  of  your  orgies  will 
undermine  your  influence.  Look  at  the  sanctimonious 
and  venerated  Pitt  !     He  might  be  a  Wesleyan." 

"I  reverence  that  great  man,  though  I  hardly  under- 
stand him,"  mused  Wilkes.  "I  respect  him,  though  he 
doesn't  respect  me,  wherein  I  have  the  advantage  of 
the  Commoner.  Wesleyan !  Is  it  not  whimsical  ?  Do 
you  realise,  my  friend,  how  Wesley  and  Whitefield, 
stern  enthusiasts,  who  would  not  touch  with  a  pitch- 
fork the  dissolute  Wilkes,  have  been  busily  preparing 
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the  way  for  me  ?  They  have  borne  the  heat  of  the 
day ;  I  step  in  to  reap  their  sheaves.  They  have  spent 
their  strength  in  rousing  a  besotted  bestial  mob  to 
lift  np  their  heads  like  men.  A  weary  task  !  Once 
aroused,  I  step  in  and  cry,  '  Yes  !  raise  your  heads 
and  follow  me  !'  I  amuse  them  more  than  their 
first  teachers,  so  with  the  fickleness  of  all  that's 
human  they  desert  their  banner  at  once  for  mine ! 
I  thank  the  enthusiasts  with  all  my  heart.  Yet  even 
now  the  game  creeps  too  slowly.  I  am  deep  in  debt. 
I  have  a  young  daughter  to  provide  for.  I  entreated 
Mr.  Pitt  for  a  cosy  berth,  and  he  refused  it.  I 
swear  that  if  I  were  provided  for,  posterity  would 
never  hear  the  name  of  John  Wilkes.  On  such 
small  things  does  history  depend.  He  refused  it, 
so  I  must  carve  a  new  fortune  for  my  child  in  my 
own  way.  I  know  myself.  I  calmly  gauge  my 
powers.  I'll  be  such  a  scourge  of  knotted  snakes 
before  I've  done,  that  they  will  wish  they  had  been 
swallowed  alive  before  they  slighted  me.  Pitt  I  don't 
mind.  He  is  consistent,  for  they  say  he  has  gone 
out  of  office  a  beggar,  his  own  affairs  having  been 
neglected  all  this  while  for  those  of  his  country. 
He  is  a  private  man  now.  How  can  an  honest  one 
stand  up  against  such  odds  ?  We  must  take  such 
weapons  as  come  to  our  hands — no  matter  whether 
the  handles  be  dirty  or  not.  I  wish  him  no  harm. 
But  my  Lord  Bute — oh  !  my  Lord  Bute !"  He 
rolled  the  detested  name  round  his  tongue  linger- 
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ingly  as  the  cruel  pedagogue  caresses  a  cane  with 
which  he  intends  shortly  to  enliven  juvenile  flesh. 
His  Chinese  eyes  closed  up  till  their  squint  was 
scarcely  visible,  his  nose  moved  in  wrinkles,  his 
thin  lips  tightened  over  his  teeth  into  what  should 
have  been  a  laugh  but  for  its  bitterness.  The  devil 
looked  persistently  out  of  Wilkes's  face  with  his 
most  repellent  leer  whenever  my  Lord  Bute's  name 
came  uppermost. 

"  Lord  Bute  I"  he  said,  crushing  a  pewter  spoon 
between  his  fingers.  "  I  asked  him  too  for  a  place, 
and  he  spurned  me  like  a  hound.  He  called  me  a 
squinting  scoundrel  too,  in  public,  before  all  Bath !  I 
owe  him  one.  "What  a  preceptor  for  the  King !  What 
lessons  !  Obstinacy  under  the  disguise  of  firmness ; 
a  regal  method  of  repairing  wrongs  by  persisting 
in  them;  petty  purblind  morality;  dark  juggle;  mean 
artifice;  a  frivolous  aping  of  petty  tyranny;  these 
are  all  this  man  can  teach.  Lord  Bute !  Too  paltry  a 
straw-stuffed  driveller  to  aspire  even  to  respectable 
vices  !  '  Nature  gave  only  little  sin,  nor  put  the 
smallest  virtue  in  V  Lord  Bute  !  Time  moves  with 
too  laggard  foot.  I'll  stir  the  people  up  till  they 
rend  him  for  me.  But  indeed  they  do  take  a  deal 
of  stirring  I" 

Stone  watched  the  scowls  which  passed  like  ripples 
over  his  face,  and  his  own  chaotic  schemes  took  form. 
Slowly  (as  his  thoughts  shaped  themselves)  he  ex- 
plained to  his  friend  that  a  hint  might  be  taken  from 
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the  Scotch  Earl's  own  tactics.  As  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  leavening  a  crowd  with  his  adherents  to  keep 
them  quiet,  why  not  do  the  same  with  a  mob  to  keep 
them  steady  ?  A  few  hired  desperadoes  judiciously 
posted — such  as  fear  no  blows  and  reap  their  reward 
out  of  unguarded  pockets — would  do  wonders.  They 
would  keep  up  to  the  mark  a  notoriously  craven  and 
vacillating  spirit,  and  might  be  tutored  beforehand 
as  to  how  near  to  the  shambles  it  would  be  prudent  to 
lead  the  sheep. 

u  All  this  is  manifestly  shrewd/'  assented  Wilkes. 
"  The  scum  of  Seven  Dials  shall  be  enlisted  forth- 
with." 

"  Not  so/'  returned  Stone,  shaking  his  head  with 
his  lupine  smile.  "  I  have  something  better  than 
that." 

Then  he  disclosed  his  great  idea  with  reference 
to  Bambridge's  lambs.  The  semi-idiotic  ones  would 
be  chosen  for  a  vanguard,  whose  ideas  were  all 
tortured  away  save  those  that  whispered  of  revenge. 
These  should  be  fostered.  A  choice  selection  should 
be  made  of  other  equally  desperate  and  more  intelli- 
gent ones  for  officers. 

"  Why  not  institute  by  degrees  a  regularly  disci- 
plined force — a  gang — a  little  army — since  Colonel 
Wilkes  determined  to  carve  a  fortune  by  mob-law  ?" 

The  gentleman  in  mulberry  velvet  marvelled. 
Was  Stone,  the  severe,  the  awfully  decorous,  the 
unfathomable,  about  to  take  to  the  road  ?     He  was 
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talking  of  a  gang  !  It  was  indeed  surprising  what 
a  hot-bed  for  hatching  highwaymen  was  Barn- 
bridge's  nest.  But  Stone !  Who  would  have 
thought  it  ?  The  fluctuating  din  of  the  room 
rose  again,  and  Stone's  disclosures  were  again 
muffled. 

A  difficulty  presented  itself  to  the  practical  mind 
of  Colonel  Wilkes,  which  Stone  confessed  himself 
as  yet  unable  to  combat.  A  duly-trained  set  of 
beasts  from  Bambridge's  menagerie  would  have  a 
brilliant  effect  upon  the  town  no  doubt.  But  every 
dealer  in  wild  animals  requires  a  price.  Bambridge, 
the  horny-fisted,  would  require  a  large  price  for  a 
selection  from  his  animals — such  at  least  as  were 
not  too  mad.  He,  Wilkes,  wished  to  make  a  fortune, 
not  to  spend  one.  Had  his  friend  Stone  become 
suddenly  wealthy  ? 

Stone  looked  vexed,  and  pondered.  He  knew 
there  was  a  flaw  in  his  web.  He  was  merely  think- 
ing aloud.  The  thoughts  must  be  knitted  later  on 
into  a  pattern.  He  would  be  quite  candid.  As 
Wilkes's  hatred  was  centred  round  my  Lord  Bute, 
so  was  Stone's  wrapped  about  the  feet  of  Duchess 
Grizel.  She  had  thwarted  him,  disgraced  him, 
laughed  at  him.  He  cared  little  personally  about 
the  mob,  save  as  an  engine  to  be  brought  to  bear 
when  needful  against  the  contemptuous  beauty.  To 
see  her  humiliated,  overthrown,  her  jewels  torn  from 
her,  her  proud  neck  bowed,  her  stiff  knees  bent,  her 
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haughty  brow  smirched  —  that  was  what  he  lived 
for  in  the  future — and  he,  unlilre  Wilkes,  was  pre- 
pared to  wait  for  the  gratification  of  his  spleen. 
Wilkes  made  a  wry  face. 

"I  don't  like  fighting  against  a  beautiful  woman/' 
he  said,  "  who  has  r>o  oue  to  help  her  !  However, 
it  is  no  business  of  mine.  Let  us  have  another 
bottle  and  send  for  Churchill — my  chaplain,  my 
poet,  my  sub-editor.  Where  would  the  admirable 
North  Briton  be  without  the  aid  of  his  bitter  wit  ? 
Mire  is  as  mother's  milk  to  his.  Let's  have 
Churchill  in." 

"  I  learnt  another  thing  at  Bambridge's,"  inter- 
rupted Stone,  "which  is  at  all  events  practical. 
Lord  Bute's  chief  henchman's  name  is  Ames,  son  of 
the  parson  whose  death-bed  we  attended  so  oddly 
at  Bath.  Bambridge  tells  me  that  he  has  been  a 
convicted  thief ;  that  he  dallies  with  the  high-road 
sometimes  even  now,  as  too  many  people's  servants 
do.  Let  us  buy  Sim  Ames,  and  so  establish  a  spy 
upon  my  Lord  Bute's  actions.  Now  is  that  not  a 
brilliant  idea  ?  We  can  manage  it  by  threats  of 
exposure  combined  with  a  judicious  guerdon  for 
every  useful  bit  of  news.  Depend  upon  it  that  a 
convicted  thief  and  a  present  collector  will  not  be 
very  squeamish." 

"Yes.  That  is  better,"  assented  Wilkes,  "though 
it  seems  a  pity  that  we  can't  get  on  without  spying. 
I  prefer  good  hearty  wholesome  abuse  to  a  man's 
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face,  with  niy  hand  on  ray  sword  to  follow  it  up  if 
need  be.  Well,  I  give  you  the  spy — what  next  ? 
As  Holland  says,  i  We  must  e'en  roll  in  the  factious 
mire  of  our  day/  and  there  is  much  of  it  about,  i 
give  you  the  spy,  but  the  rest  is  hazy/' 

"  My  idea  is  a  good  one,  but  it  is  not  complete/' 
persisted  Stone.  "Indeed  I  have  not  told  you  all 
there  is  of  it.  To  upset  the  favourite,  to  gain  the 
gratitude  of  the  people  by  freeing  their  King  from 
Lord  Bute's  disgraceful  thraldom,  you  must  elaborate 
a  system  of  mob -leaders ;  for  the  only  way  of  forcing 
the  favourite  to  retire  is  by  constant  threats,  and 
the  mob,  unless  well  led,  is  like  a  hock  of  sheep. 
To  do  this  the  first  thing  you  want  is  money. 
Listen  now.  There  is  a  man  well  known  to  both  of 
us  who  is  heir  to  a  great  fortune,  of  which  he  very 
probably  will  be  deprived  by  a  woman  whom  we 
also  know.  The  present  possessor  is  extremely  old 
and  cannot  live  long.  If,  when  he  dies,  we  could 
prove  that  woman  to  have  another  husband  living, 
we  should  place  thereby  such  a  weapon  in  the  hands 
of  the  heir  as  might  bring  about  the  quashing  of  the 
old  man's  will.     Do  you  follow  me  ?" 

"  No.  How  fond  you  are  of  tortuous  ways  !" 
"  Your  end,  money,  would  be  gained  as  well  as 
mine,  revenge,  and  by  the  same  stroke.  A  duke  we 
wot  of  has  an  heir  whom  he  dislikes.  His  name  is 
Meadows.  When  he  dies  he  will  certainly  leave  his 
fortune  to  his  wife,  my  enemy.     If  the  secret  which 
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I  once  told  you  of  were  to  be  divulged  now,  the 
Duke  is  so  infatuated  that  he  would  probably  leave 
all  to  the  Duchess  in  spite  of  her  behaviour,  and  so 
Meadows  would  be  no  gainer.  But  if  we  held 
proofs  of  that  secret,  and  kept  them  till  his  death  ? 
If  the  story  were  then  to  be  divulged  in  all  its 
blackness — of  how  a  wily  schemer  wormed  and 
truckled  to  obtain  a  coronet,  of  how  she  basely 
deceived  a  fond  old  man,  living  on  him  like  a 
harpy,  and  assuming  a  name  to  which  she  had  no 
right — surely  the  will  might  be  made  void  ?  Would 
not  Meadows  gladly  pay  heavy  toll  for  such  a  service  ? 
The  money  wrung  from  him  should  be  spent  on 
mob-leaders.     Would  that  not  please  you  ?" 

"  Yes,"  mused  Wilkes.  "  If  your  Duke  would 
only  die  when  required.  You  do  not  contemplate 
an  artistic  murder,  I  presume  ?  He  is  too  old  to 
fight,  you  know.  Not  that  I  am  a  swashbuckler,  or 
you  either." 

"  I  have  thought  of  that  too.  With  the  proofs  in 
our  hand  we  would  go  to  Meadows  and  demand  so 
much  now..  He  could  raise  it  easily  if  the  whole  affair 
were  laid  before  one  of  our  Hebrew  capitalists,  under 
oaths  of  secresy  of  course.  The  interest  would  be 
heavy,  but  Meadows  should  pay  that.  He  knows 
as  well  as  we  that  for  his  wife's  sake  his  Grace  will 
leave  him  nothing,  and  so  of  course  he  hates  her. 
That  stands  to  reason." 

"  Astute  and  long-headed  ally  of  mine  !"  laughed 
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Wilkes  merrily.  "  A  vastly  pretty  palace  built  up 
of  if s  with  a  foundation  of  thin  air  !  Where  are 
your  proofs  ?  You  know  they  do  not  exist.  The 
papers  both  destroyed ;  the  parson  dead ;  his  widow 
vanished.  What  proofs  can  you  bring  to  cozen  gold 
out  of  a  hard-hearted  money-bag  ?  No,  no.  I  must 
beat  up  my  people  with  my  eloquence  and  (Jhurchiirs. 
Time  will  do  that.  Beware,  lest  that  generalissimo 
in  hoops  defeat  you  again  with  slaughter  \" 

Stone's  face  fell.  It  was  true;  Deborah  was 
nowhere  to  be  found.  But  even  if  he  found  her 
what  could  he  expect  to  come  of  it  ?  He  had  looked 
over  both  the  greasy  note-books  in  vain.  Parson 
Ames  possessed  no  other;  that  he  knew  for  certain. 
Perhaps  he  had  overlooked  it  in  his  haste.  Deborah 
must  know  something,  which  could  surely  be  wrung 
from  her  by  fear.  It  was  too  hard  to  be  thus 
baulked  at  every  turn. 

Then  he  bethought  him  of  the  other  witness, 
Lady  Gladys.  Might  she  be  forced  to  speak  if 
needful  ?  Hardly ;  for  she  was  herself  given  to  too 
much  dallying  with  my  Lord  Bellasis.  No.  She 
certainly  would  never  speak ;  for  she  was  as  bad  as 
the  other.  Deborah  was  his  last  hope.  She  must 
know  something  of  those  papers — might  perchance 
be  frightened  or  cajoled  into  suggesting  a  new  clue. 
Of  course  she  must  know  something,  for  a  wife  would 
surely  be  no  woman  who  had  neglected  to  master 
her   husband's    secrets.      Deborah    was    the    only 
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weapon  left  where  with  to  smite  her  Grace.  He 
must  strain  e^ery  nerve  to  come  upon  Deborah. 
Fool !  idiot !  dolt  !  that  he  had  been  to  neglect  the 
opportunities  while  they  lay  ready  to  his  hand. 
But  is  it  not  always  so  ?  Do  we  not  neglect  things 
while  we  have  thein,  and  shriek  after  them  when 
lost? 

Wilkes  departed  in  search  of  his  sub-editor  and 
poet.  Stone  sat  on,  pondering  over  his  imperfect 
plans;  wondering  how  he  should  find  Deborah. 
Jasper  stole  away  to  keep  an  appointment  with  Sim 
at  Sot's  Hole,  reflecting  as  he  jogged  along  that  his 
time  had  been  wasted ;  for  he  could  make  neither 
head  nor  tail  of  what  he  heard.  If  his  sister's  foe, 
ruined  now,  was  going  to  turn  highwayman,  surely 
there  was  nothing  to  fear  any  longer  from  him. 
Meadows  !  That  was  the  Duke's  maltreated  heir, 
to  whom  his  sister  had  striven  to  be  kind.  What 
could  Stone  have  to  do  with  him  ?  He  certainly 
heard  him  mention  the  name.  Was  there  danger 
brewing  from  this  quarter  ?  Not  likely;  for  Meadows 
was  indolent  and  easy-going.  Besides,  the  neg- 
lected heir  could  surely  never  become  dangerous, 
even  if  he  would. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


A    EOYAL    HAPPY    FAMILY. 


HE  glum  bridegroom  came  in  from  his 
stroll,  dressed  himself  gloomily  for  the 
sacrifice,  and  was  united  at  midnight 
to  the  blue  satin  box.  While  he  was 
mumbling  "  I  will"  he  was  gazing  with  tears  in  his 
eyes  at  Sarah,  who  stood  behind  her  rival  with 
pinched  lips  and  white  face  holding  up  her  robe. 
She  took  no  notice  of  the  piteous  glances.  Had  he 
not  wrecked  her  life  ?  That  odious  Duchess  of 
Tewkesbury  who  rustled  in  silver  brocade  looped 
up  with  sapphires,  and  who  gave  herself  airs  as 
though  all  the  court  belonged  to  her — as  if  King, 
Queen,  Princess  and  Favourite  were  so  many  dolls 
in  her  firm  fingers — that  horrid  Duchess  had  at 
least  given  good  advice.  For  her  sex's  sake  it 
behoved  her  to  hide  her  wounds,  and  she  hid  them 
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bravely  under  mountains  of  ice.     In  the  due  course 
of  events  the  young  couple  were  crowned. 

You  were  there,  I  remember,  mewed  up  with 
your  hungry  fellows  in  the  Abbey,  while  the  common 
people  who  jostled  without  were  declaring  that  it 
was  a  pity  so  well-looking  a  King  should  be  ruled 
by  a  Scotch  mountebank.  You  recollect  of  course 
the  crush,  and  what  a  brave  sight  it  was  ?  How 
his  Majesty's  herb  woman  in  scarlet  advanced  to 
strew  his  path  with  rue  and  rosemary ;  how  ladies 
offered  gold  pieces  for  a  glass  of  water  •  how 
coaches  stood  stationed  for  days  around  the  Abbey 
in  order  to  secure  a  good  point  of  view  ?  If  a 
failure  in  other  respects,  Lord  Bute  was  at  least  a 
good  stage-manager.  He  decided  to  dazzle  London 
with  his  pageant,  and  London  admitted  itself 
dazzled.  The  Princess  Dowager  started  from 
Tewkesbury  House  with  closed  curtains,  borne  by 
chairmen  in  the  ducal  livery,  to  avoid  insult  from 
the  mob  ;  to  such  a  pitch  of  unpopularity  had  her 
ill-starred  love  reduced  her  !  She  and  her  Grace 
and  Lady  Gladys  dined  at  the  royal  table  in 
Westminster  Hall,  and  the  lively  Duchess  was 
much  entertained  at  the  sorry  appearance  made  by 
her  new  Majesty  on  this  first  occasion  of  coming- 
out  in  state  as  she  struggled  along  under  a  canopy, 
plucked  backwards  now  and  then  with  jerks,  till  her 
crown  tottered,  by  the  vengeful  hand  of  Lady  Sarah, 
who  supported  the  sumptuous  folds  of  her  bejewelled 
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train.  Grand  was  the  dinner,  magnificent  the  feast 
— a  very  Belshazzar  banquet  of  gorgeousness.  The 
privileged  spectators  in  the  gallery  looked  on  till 
their  mouths  watered,  and  they  were  fain  at  last, 
maddened  by  long  abstinence,  to  let  down  hand- 
kerchiefs tied  to  strings,  like  debtors  at  the  Fleet, 
humbly  craving  a  tithe  of  the  seductive  viands 
below. 

It  was  all  vastly  fine.  My  Lord  Bute  apparently 
held  the  game  in  his  own  hands.  He  played  a 
trump  and  won  yet  another  trick,  for  Mr.  Pitt's 
private  affairs  were  in  such  a  mess,  thanks  to  his 
absorption  in  his  country's  interests,  that  he 
reluctantly  accepted  a  pension  of  £3000  a  year  as 
a  reward  for  past  services,  with  the  peerage  of 
Chatham  for  his  wife.  Lord  Bute  was  not  a  man 
to  let  such  an  advantage  slip.  His  pamphleteers 
showered  dirt  on  the  ex-minister,  branding  his 
name  with  the  epithets  of  apostate,  deserter, 
pensioner  !  The  mob,  the  brainless  mob,  took  up 
the  cry;  the  idol  was  knocked  down  and  jumped 
upon.  Mr.  Pitt  sat  stolidly  dumb,  grieving  merely 
that  his  countrymen  should  be  so  silly  as  to  take 
the  glamour  of  Dutch  metal  for  the  glitter  of  true 
gold.  But  the  results  of  his  policy  could  not  be 
kept  secret.  Havannah  fell;  victory  still  crowned 
the  British  arms.  The  charges  of  the  pamphleteers 
were  manifestly  false;  the  truth  oozed  out  by  degrees 
about  the  condition  of  his  fortune.     Lord  Bute  had 


236  LADY  GRIZEL. 


over-reached  himself ;  the  efforts  of  his  caricaturists 
only  increased  the  reaction  which  speedily  com- 
menced in  favour  of  the  fallen  one.  Pictures  of  the 
huge  periwig  again  appeared  in  the  shop-windows. 
Every  citizen  bought  one  as  a  sign  of  his  contrition. 
Mr.  Pitt's  friends  artfully  pointed  out  that  the 
machinations  of  the  favourite  in  the  direction  of  a 
peace  were  only  the  first  steps  towards  a  despotism. 
His  arrogance  was  awful ;  the  unconstitutional 
lessons  which  he  taught  the  young  King  were  most 
dangerous.  The  cabinet  was  frightened.  A  great 
cry  of  wrath  rolled  heavenwards  from  the  country's 
heart.  Babes  were  taught  to  babble  curses  on  the 
name  of  Bute;  men  and  women  turned  out  in 
procession  singing  scraps  from  the  North.  Briton, 
bearing  as  a  standard  of  defiance  a  jack-boot  and  a 
petticoat  slung  on  a  pole — whimsical  emblems  of 
the  unhappy  Princess  and  her  lover.  Colonel 
Wilkes's  leaven  was  working.  He  rubbed  his 
hands  and  chirruped,,  for  no  man  in  all  the  world 
was  so  universally  loathed  as  the  pompous  blown- 
out  frog. 

When  the  King  went  abroad  he  was  received  in 
silence.  No  one  pitied  his  melancholy  face,  on 
which  premature  graveness  sat ;  no  one  was  sorry 
for  the  scared  young  Queen  who  wondered  why  every 
visage  scowled  at  her.  The  clouds  which  had  lifted 
a  little  before  the  wand  of  the  Great  Commoner 
were  descending  apace  in  double  volume.     A  dark 
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past  lay  behind  with  one  tiny  rift  of  sunlight;  a 
denser,    darker   future   lay  before — a   pitchy  sheet 
of   impenetrable   blackness  accompanied   by  a  sad 
soughing  of  foreboding  blasts,  a  threatening  rumble 
of  swift-approaching  thunder.     A  melancholy  strip- 
ling stood  there  alone  to  face  the  coming  storm — a 
handsome  boy  with   furrows  of    care    prematurely 
ploughed   upon  his   brow.      No,   not   alone — for   a 
frail  uncomely  ignorant   Cinderella  clung  to   him, 
striving  to  whisper  comfort  to  his  despairing  soul — 
striving  to  soothe  pains  sprung  from  she  knew  not 
what.     Not  alone — for  by  him  stood  a  frog  stretched 
with  wind    to   the  point   of    bursting.      One  little 
prick  and  how  great  would  be  the  collapse  !     Better, 
far  becter  to  be  without  such  an  auxiliary  as  this. 
Frogs   are  not   safe  allies.     Puffed   out  with  pride 
they  croak  an  instant,  then  flinging  up  their   slimy 
feet  plunge  back  into  the  mud — their  native  element. 
Rudely-worded  documents  were  thrust  by  dirty 
hands  in  at  the  King's  coach-window — copies  of  the 
North  Briton,  defaming  in  no  measured  terms  his 
mother's  reputation — demands  for  the  recall  of  Pitt 
— humiliating  notes  about  a  grown-up  baby  and  his 
dry  nurse.     Whenever  he  looked  out  his  eye  was 
sure  to  meet  the  Commoner's  stern  glance  in  effigy, 
his  ear  was  sure  to  hear  his  praises.     At  one  time 
it  was  a  passing  inquiry  about  the  failing  health  of 
Mr.  Pitt  (nobody  cared  if  the  King  were  ill  or  not) ; 
at  another,  the  mention  of  a  gold  box  sent  to  the 
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Patriot  with  condolences  by  some  provincial  mayor. 

The  miserable  lad's  position  was  a  most  cruel  one. 

He  had  sacrificed  his  Sarah  for  these  people's  good. 

He  had  suffered  the  agony.     Mr.   Pitt  had  merely 

operated.    Yet  the  doctor  got  the  credit  for  heroism, 

not  the  patient  who  had  never  so  much  as  screamed. 

It  was  too  hard.     In  deep  dudgeon  the  King  shut 

himself  up  in  his  new  palace  of  Buckingham  House, 

resolving  that  his  ungrateful  subjects  should  behold 

the  royal  countenance  no  more. 

Miserable  youth  !  even  his  home  was  wretched. 

His  household    gods   moped   and   mowed   at   him. 

His  easy-chairs  had  pins  in  them.      His  shoes  were 

daily  stuffed  full  of  peas  unboiled. 

How  dismal  was  this  Royal  Household  !  Every- 
body yawned  and  sighed.  The  young  Queen  felt 
vaguely  that  she  walked  on  a  thin  crust  under 
which  a  volcano  raged.  She  was  absolutely  friend- 
less. She  attached  to  her  person  Lady  Sarah  because 
she  was  the  first  who  welcomed  her,  and  because  the 
dreariness  that  glazed  her  once  flashing  eyes  was  a 
reflection  of  the  deeper  dreariness  which  was  shrivel- 
ling her  own  heart.  But  Lady  Sarah,  to  her  surprise, 
avoided  the  poor  Queen,  roughly  threw  back  her 
caresses,  positively  declined  to  meet  a  friendly 
advance.  Away  in  happy  Strelitz  she  had  made 
her  own  gowns,  fed  her  chickens,  visited  her  poor. 
Everybody  there  loved  the  little  ugly  duckling,  and 
wept  at  her  going  thence.     Would  nobody  accept 
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her  love  in  this  her  adopted  home  ?  She  was  afraid 
of  her  husband,  who  was  morose,  who  seemed  to 
wince  under  her  kisses,  to  hold  out  an  unwilling 
cheek  to  her  salute.  She  was  afraid  of  the  Duchess 
of  Tewkesbury,  who  overshadowed  and  crushed  her 
with  full-blown  beauty  and  magnificence.  Indeed 
the  Duchess  was  an  alarming  personage.  She 
confidently  laid  down  the  axiom  that  she  was  the 
loveliest,  cleverest,  richest,  most  bewitching  woman 
in  all  England.  The  beaux  and  bloods  joyfully 
grovelled  beneath  her  yoke.  Her  own  sex,  coerced 
by  male  verdict,  involuntarily  did  the  same.  Nothing- 
could  be  done  that  was  worth  doing  without  her 
Grace  of  Tewkesbury.  She  set  the  fashions; 
ordained  the  rules  at  Cornely's.  No  house  was 
like  Tewkesbury  House — no  fetes  like  her  fetes — 
no  Duchess  like  this  Duchess.  Foreign  potentates, 
hearing  of  the  fame  of  the  splendid  beauty,  begged 
her  to  visit  their  respective  courts.  The  Electress 
of  Saxony  sent  a  special  messenger  reminding  her 
Grace  that  the  two  were  friends  of  long  standing. 

At  this  point  of  her  career  it  must  be  admitted 
that  my  Lady  Grizel  was  a  prodigious  success.  So 
triumphant  was  she  now  over  the  "  slings  and 
arrows,"  that  the  bitterness  born  of  earlier  wrong 
should  have  faded  from  her  character.  But  though 
a  wound  may  heal,  its  scar  remains  behind,  and  Lady 
Grizel' s  wound  had  been  a  deep  one.  Hers  was  a 
sensuous  loveliness  which  needed  the  accessories  of 
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rich    drapery,    jewelled   nicknacks,    palatial   vistas. 

As  a  maid  of  honour  none  had  denied  her  charms, 
but  when  she  mounted  at  last  to  the  highest  ducal 
chair  in  England  a  new  halo  seemed  to  grow  around 
her  head,  andpeople  were  astonished.  Her  marvellous 
beauty  was  at  its  acme.  Cleopatra  was  nothing  but 
a  woman,  out  of  her  barge.  In  it,  shadowed  by  its 
silken  sail,  she  was  so  entrancing  a  regal  creature  as 
instantly  to  enslave  her  conqueror.  The  Duchess  of 
Tewkesbury  at  Tewkesbury  House  was  a  very 
Queen  of  Hearts.  She  ruled  her  court  with  a  rod  of 
iron  decked  with  roses.  When  the  two  queens  met, 
which  was  almost  daily,  the  taper  of  poor  little 
homely  Charlotte  was  utterly  snuffed  out  before  this 
blazing  glorious  sun.  Charlotte  was  afraid  because 
the  flaunting  Duchess  loved  to  shock  her,  to  bring 
the  blood  mantling  to  her  pale  cheeks  by  stories  of 
how  she,  and  Ancaster,  and  Petersham,  and  Ashe 
had  attended  bear- fights  in  male  attire — of  how  their 
orgies  at  the  Lamb  and  Breeches  were  delightfully 
wicked  symposia.  Would  her  Majesty  deign  to 
come  to  one  ?  Then  she  would  clinch  the  terror  of 
the  simple  girl  by  suddenly  drawing  from  a  pocket 
a  brace  of  dainty  pistols,  vowing  that  she  was  quite 
capable  of  protecting  herself  against  all  the  world. 
There  was  a  hard  recklessness,  a  lurid  glory  as  of 
fallen  Satan,  about  her  Grace  which  caused  Charlotte 
to  tremble.  Her  comfort  was  that  her  husband 
evidently  agreed  in  a  dislike  of  her. 
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It  was  hard  to  have  to  endure  the  patronage  of 
the  flaunting  Duchess.  But  the  Queen  of  England 
had  more  to  bear  than  that.  The  Princess  Dowager 
was  a  thorn  which  daily  entered  into  her  flesh. 
Clutching  at  straws  to  save  herself  from  drowning, 
old  Jezebel  determined  to  govern  the  Queen,  and,  in 
the  true  spirit  of  a  model  mother-in-law,  began  to 
meddle  in  all  her  affairs.  This  was  particularly 
awkward,  since  the  King  declined  to  see  his  mother. 
Why,  the  Queen  did  not  know.  For  some  hidden 
reason  there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed  between  mother 
and  son,  which  grieved  the  virtuous  soul  of  the  new- 
comer. Therefore  she,  on  her  side,  resolved  to  put 
up  with  the  interference  of  the  elder  lady,  much  as 
such  interference  worried  her. 

The  unemblazoned  chair  of  the  Princess  appeared 
at  all  hours  in  the  courtyard  of  Buckingham  House. 
Would  her  Majesty  stroll  in  the  grounds  ?  She 
must  sadly  need  advice,  and  who  so  ready  to  give  it 
as  her  mamma-in-law  ?  Would  the  King  see  his 
fond  parent  ?  No.  The  King  would  never  see  her. 
Indeed,  whenever  he  beheld  the  royal  widow's  equi- 
page he  instantly  shut  himself  in  his  apartments, 
with  an  order  not  to  be  disturbed. 

These  rebuffs  vexed  the  corkscrew  temper  of  her 
Highness,  who  straightway  poured  forth  the  vials  of 
her  wrath  upon  the  Queen.  Her  most  innocent 
pleasures  were  voted  wicked.  She  was  not  to  play 
cards,  for  they  were  the  devil's  alphabet.     She  was 
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not  to  sing  or  dance ;  it  was  unqueenly.  She  must 
not  think  of  the  poor ;  they  were  scum  beneath  her 
notice.  She  must  not  feed  chickens,  for  they  swarm 
with  fleas ;  so  do  dogs  and  cats  and  all  other  pets. 
She  must  sit  with  hands  before  her,  never  forgetting 
for  an  instant  that  she  was  Queen. 

What  an  earthly  hell  for  a  simply-nurtured  girl ! 
Now  if  Sarah  had  been  allowed  to  reach  the  summit 
of  her  ambition,  how  different  would  it  have  been. 
She  would  never  for  an  instant  have  endured  this 
tyranny.  She  would  have  scratched  out  the 
Princess's  eyes  in  no  time.  Her  royal  Highness 
would  have  fled  squealing  to  Leicester  House,  bereft 
of  half  her  garments.  Charlotte,  however,  was  dif- 
ferently disposed.  She  possessed  the  martyr  virtue 
of  her  sex,  and  wept  and  endured  meekly. 

George  felt  a  pang  when  he  marked  the  pale  face 
which  was  becoming  as  sad  as  his  own,  fearing  lest 
its  melancholy  should  be  due  to  his  coldness  of 
manner.  He  could  not  give  her  love.  That  is 
beyond  the  will  of  man.  So  many  things  conspired 
to  render  him  wretched,  that  his  soul  seemed  drowned 
in  one  great  misery.  He  was  very  kind ;  giving 
her  jewels  and  pretending  to  be  pleased  to  see  her 
wear  them.  Sometimes,  however,  he  forgot  to 
notice  them,  and  with  a  woman's  fine  perception  she 
saw  that  he  cared  no  jot  for  her.  A  diamond  on  a 
counter  looks  better  than  when  daugling  on  an  un- 
sightly human  box.     A  diamond  glistening  like  a 
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winking  eye  from  a  voluptuous  bosom  like  her 
Grace's — ah,  well !  Proper  young  King  George 
never  looked  at  that  bewilderingly  beautiful  Duchess. 
He  only  sighed  over  frozen  Sarah — the  pillar  of 
bitter  salt  left  to  commemorate  the  burning  of  his 
city,  the  ruin  of  his  earthly  happiness.  Sometimes 
he  questioned  his  wife  falteringly.  What  ailed  her 
that  she  hourly  grew  paler  and  more  wan  ?  She 
looked  up  in  his  face,  trying  to  smile  as  she  twisted 
her  thin  arms  round  his  neck.  But  her  voice 
choked,  and  she  said  nothing.  She  would  never  stand 
between  a  mother  and  son.  Were  she  to  complain 
of  that  mother's  foolish  tactics,  she  knew  that  the 
Princess  would  be  forbidden  the  palace. 

With  regard  to  his  mother,  George's  mind's  eye 
had  been  opened  by  certain  passages  in  the  North 
Briton.  At  first  he  flung  the  scurrilous  print  aside, 
as  though  it  burned  his  fingers.  Then  with  hot 
shame  he  picked  it  up  and  pondered  over  the  de- 
moniac gambols  of  Wilkes's  and  Churchill's  wit. 
Why  was  he,  who  so  purely  desired  according  to  his 
lights  to  live  the  better  life,  forced  to  exist  in  an  age 
which  disgraced  humanity  ? 

These  ribald,  vulgar  jests  at  the  expense  of  a 
woman's  reputation — how  vile !  Yet  a  King  of 
England  could  not  rush  forth  and  pin  the  reviler 
with  his  blade  against  a  wall.  Was  there  no  true 
virtue  in  England  ?  Was  it  his  ghastly  lot  to  pre- 
side over  an  Augean  stable  peopled  by  swine  ?    Xo  ! 
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not  one  virtuous  person.  Not  one  !  Alas !  his 
Majesty's  standard  of  virtue  was  peculiar.  He 
could  not  see  the  soaring  eagle  save  when  in  its 
flight  it  obscured  for  an  instant  the  daylight  from 
his  eyes.  Then  he  cursed  it  for  so  doing.  He  saw 
the  grovelling  worm,  the  snail,  the  slug,  beside 
whom  the  frog,  with  wind  under  his  tight  skin, 
looked  like  a  bull.  The  worm,  the  snail,  the  slug 
were  disagreeable  to  gaze  upon,  and  there  were  so 
many  of  them.  Beside  them  the  frog  was  noble. 
Virtue  was  mirrored  in  its  goggle  eye.  He  would 
clasp  it  to  his  heart.  He  did  ;  and  the  frog  croaked 
with  a  discordant  noise  like  a  cat's  purr  affected  by 
catarrh. 

George  did  not  permit  himself  to  consider 
whether  there  was  or  was  not  truth  in  the  scandal 
respecting  his  mother  and  the  favourite.  She  was 
one  of  the  ringleaders  on  the  occasion  of  the  tooth- 
drawing.  That  was  enough.  He  never  would  be 
rude  to  her.  She  should  have  his  respect — no  more. 
So  the  hapless  lady  schemed  in  vain,  and  inflicted 
retaliative  anguish  upon  the  innocent  Queen,  who 
cried  and  said  nothing,  whilst  Duchess  Grizel 
viewed  her  martyrdom  with  scorn,  and  gave  scant 
sympathy  to  her  trouble.  What  was  such  paltry 
worry  as  this  to  the  ordeal  she  had  herself  passed 
through,  and  lived  ?  She  could  not  abide  crawling 
things.  Courage  she  could  respect,  even  if  exerted 
at  her  own  expense.    The  mild  courage  of  endurance 


A  ROYAL  HAPPY  FAMILY.  245 

was  Greek  to  her.  If  a  giant  attacked  her,  she 
would  smite  him  back  were  he  ten  feet  high.  If  he 
slew  her,  she  would  die  smiling  with  a  shattered 
weapon  still  in  her  hand.  The  Christian  virtues  are 
milk-and-water  inventions.  Turn  the  left  cheek, 
indeed !  not  she.  Pho !  the  very  thought  was 
sickening.  War  to  the  death  !  There  was  some- 
thing exhilarating  in  that !  The  more  the  young 
Queen  endured,  the  more  the  Duchess  sneered  at 
her.  For  mere  mischief's  sake  she  advised  Char- 
lotte to  tell  her  husband  of  the  Princess's  persecu- 
tion, although  she  was  herself  the  Princess's  staunch 
ally.  If  the  King  chose  to  quarrel  with  his  mother, 
no  one  would  take  arms  more  lustily  in  her  defence 
than  Duchess  Grizel.  But  her  bold  spirit  was 
shocked  at  such  petty  tyranny,  such  lamb -like 
patience.  She  longed  to  cry  out :  "  Take  up  a  lance 
and  spear  !  Have  at  you  !  One,  two  !  Pop  through 
the  joints  in  the  greaves.  Let  us  all  clear  up  our 
scores  with  sword  and  buckler.  No  matter  if  we 
are  wounded,  or  even  slain  V*  She  advised  the 
Queen  to  tell  her  husband,  whereupon  the  craven- 
hearted  slip  of  a  thing  burst  into  torrents  of  tears 
and  lamentation.  Then  the  truth  came  out.  George 
felt  that  such  an  outbreak  could  not  come  of  his  own 
awkwardness.  He  persisted  in  commanding  the 
loyal  creature  to  confess  the  cause.  Under  pressure 
she  explained.  His  young  brow  darkened  even 
more  than  was  its  wont.     As  her  Grace  surmised^ 


246  LADY  GRIZEL. 


the  Princess  Dowager  was  forbidden  the  house. 
Her  lover  Lord  Bute  was  too  much  entangled  in 
state  thickets  now  to  attend  to  her  outcries.  She 
lifted  up  her  voice  and  howled  alone,  and  wrung  her 
hands  and  beat  her  breast.  She  only  wanted,  she 
said,  to  conquer  the  new  Queen;  to  assume  an 
ascendency,  which,  once  established,  would  have 
been  the  mildest  of  rules. 

Why  not  have  tried  kindness  instead  of  cruelty  ? 
suggested  the  Duchess  dryly.  The  Princess  did 
not  say  why  •  the  truth  being  that  she  was  herself 
long  used  to  moral  castigation  and  bullying  from 
the  owner  of  the  beautiful  calves.  She  knew  by 
experience  that  the  more  the  pompous  Earl  afflicted 
and  ill-used  her,  the  more  she  fawned  for  a  caress. 
She  forgot  that  a  woman  will  gladly  receive  blows 
from  a  man  she  loves,  which  she  will  not  put  up  with 
from  a  mother-in-law.  Her  diplomacy  broke  down 
then,  and  she  was  miserable.  Things  could  not 
have  been  worse  even  if  the  young  man  had  wedded 
Sarah. 

Buckingham  House  was,  indeed,  a  Castle  Dolorous. 
A  king,  handsome,  well-bred,  well-meaning,  forced 
within  a  year  of  his  accession  to  seclude  himself  from 
dread  of  public  insult.  The  woman  he  loved 
moving  constantly  before  his  eyes,  enveloped  in  the 
glamour  of  weak  health,  caused  by  a  hopeless  affec- 
tion for  himself.  An  ugly  wife,  with  ligaments  like 
violoncello-strings,  who  would  persist  in  kissing  him. 
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If  George  were  not  a  Galahad  surely  he  would  have 
cast  convention  to  the  wind — would  have  left  a 
spiteful  rabble  to  govern  themselves — flying  with 
his  love  to  some  romantic  isle  at  the  Antipodes, 
mid  coral-groves  and  waving  palms.  Happily  for 
England,  perhaps,  he  was  too  dull  to  be  romantic. 
Duty  held  him  pinned  to  his  thorny  post.  By  divine 
ordinance  he  was  King  of  England  ;  King  of  Eng- 
land he  would  die  unless  the  hand  of  God  relieved 
him  of  his  burthen.  His  enemies  would  not  let  him 
rest.  When  it  became  apparent  that  his  Majesty 
was  shutting  himself  up  in  a  state  of  siege,  the  war 
was  carried  into  his  very  camp — not  by  command  of 
Wilkes,  let  us  hasten  to  say,  who  never  attacked  his 
sovereign — but  by  order  of  Stone,  who  gratified  his 
private  malice  by  tossing  abusive  tracts  about  his 
mother  over  the  King's  garden  wall ;  by  even  fling- 
ing them  through  the  royal  bedroom-window,  tied 
round  a  pebble  like  a  billet-don  >. 

The  Duchess  was  worn  out  with  the  growlings  of 
her  mistress  the  Princess,  after  that  lady  was 
ejected  from  the  citadel.  Was  there  ever  so  bad  a 
"  P°}V  sne  complained  hourly,  or  so  horrid  a 
snivelling  girl  ?  Why  did  she  bring  over  this 
female  wolfkiu  in  lamb's  clothing  to  treat  her  worse 
that  even  Lady  Sarah  could  have  done  ?  This 
miauling  cat,  with  her  pretended  artlessness,  was 
building  a  barrier  of  tears  between  his  Majesty  and 
his  fond  parent.     She  even  dared  to  look  upon  that 
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parent  as  though  she  were  improper.  A  pretty 
court  it  would  come  to  be  if  the  strait-laced  little 
Puritan  should  ever  assume  the  reins  of  manage- 
ment. As  things  were,,  those  reins  wTere  held  at 
present  by  her  Grace  of  Tewkesbury,  and  a  jolly, 
reckless,  careless,  charming  deity  that  Goddess  of 
Fashion  was. 

Partly  for  the  sake  of  her  own  peace,  the  Duchess 
resolved  to  try  and  fill  the  chasm.  As  she  had  her- 
self dug  it  (urged  by  a  bitter  love  of  mischief  which 
sometimes  took  possession  of  her),  it  behoved  her  to 
make  good  the  breach  somehow.  She  penned  a 
letter  then  to  Mr.  Pitt  at  the  Bath,  begging  that,  at 
the  demand  of  one  whose  caprice  was  law  in  Lon- 
don, he  would  return  and  show  himself  in  town. 

"  Lord  Bute's  grand  appearance  as  a  minister," 
she  wrote,  ' '  was  connected  with  peace  at  any  price. 
People  were  growing  weary  of  his  fatuity.  This 
peace,  which  the  Commoner  so  much  deprecated,  was 
not  ratified  as  yet.  The  question  was  finally  coming 
before  the  House  within  a  week.  This  should  lure 
him  back.  Might  not  the  unequalled  flow  of  his 
unrivalled  eloquence  stem  the  tide  of  my  Lord  Bute's 
folly  ?  might  he  not  take  the  opportunity  of  win- 
ning his  way  to  the  King's  ear  and  upsetting  this 
frog,  whose  croaks  filled  England  with  indignation  ? 
It  was  his  duty  to  come  and  try.  There  was  to  be 
a  dinner  at  Guildhall,  so  soon  as  the  peace  matter 
was  decided,  his  absence  from  which  would  look  like 
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conscious  guilt  or  terror  of  the  favourite."  Then, 
with  feminine  art,  her  Grace  added  a  postscript,  in 
which  she  threw  out  that  France  and  Spain  were 
gambolling  with  glee,  like  mice,  because  the  cat  was 
too  much  hurt  to  put  its  paw  on  them.  Thanks  to 
his  injured  pride,  they  could  gnaw  the  cheese  at 
pleasure.  Such  a  fine  cheese  !  Did  not  Mr.  Pitt 
think  it  was  a  pity  ?  He  shivered  when  he  contem- 
plated the  wreck  that  Lord  Bute's  foolishness  might 
bring  about.  He  would  pocket  his  pride  and  show 
again  in  town.  Lady  Grizel  was  right  to  suggest  it 
to  him. 

Meanwhile  the  Princess  was  so  distracted  at  loss 
of  both  son  and  lover,  that  the  Duchess  called  her 
chair  and  sallied  to  the  palace  to  see  what  she  could 
do  for  her  mistess  on  her  own  account.  She  expected 
no  pleasure  from  the  trip.  His  Majesty  bored  her. 
Her  Majesty's  mawkish  virtue  sickened  her.  The 
gloom  of  Castle  Dolorous  brought  on  portentous 
yawns,  which  were  unbecoming  and  likely  to  pro- 
duce wrinkles  where  dimples  ought  to  be.  The  only 
pleasing  sight  was  poor  Sarah,  who,  pale,  statue- 
like, tight-lipped,  feverish-eyed,  wore  so  cold  an 
aspect  as  to  render  her  worthy  of  joining  the  hard- 
tried  band  of  Amazons.  She  went  her  way  and  did 
her  duties  with  a  haughty  self-reliance  and  reserve, 
which  won  for  her  the  hearty  esteem  of  the  band's 
captain — of  Duchess  Grizel,  whose  own  lesson  had 
been  learned  in  the  cruel  school  of  suffering. 
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The  Duchess  sailed  into  the  royal  apartments  just 
in  time  to  witness  the  end  of  an  unusual  scene. 
Her  little  Majesty  stood  quivering  from  head  to  foot, 
her  scared  eyes  and  enormous  mouth  wide  open. 
Lady  Sarah  was  in  the  act  of  performing  a  grand 
obeisance  of  mock  humility,  her  cold  fingers  hold- 
ing her  wide  skirts  to  their  extremest  limits.  She 
executed  a  bob  as  her  Grace  entered  and  swam  out 
with  nose  tip-tilted,  while  the  poor  little  Queen 
framed  white  lips  to  words  which  choked  her  meagre 
throat. 

"  My  word  !  Scorpion  is  at  her  tricks,"  cried  her 
Grace  with  a  loud  laugh.  "  Don't  mind  her, 
madam.     Slap  her  and  put  her  to  bed,  the  naughty 

chit  r 

The  Queen  sighed  and  wept.  Her  bedizened  box 
moved  up  and  down  like  the  shell  of  a  convulsed 
tortoise.  She  wrung  her  hands  in  extreme  tribula- 
tion. The  Duchess  scrutinised  her  deliberately,  and 
loathed  her  for  her  want  of  spirit.  Somehow  when- 
ever she  saw  this  drab  aspen  curl-paper  she  always 
felt  more  than  usually  mischievous  and  wicked.  Why 
could  not  the  couple  admit  that  they  cared  not  for 
each  other,  and  have  done  with  it  ?  Why  could 
they  not  go  their  several  ways  with  some  self-respect, 
instead  of  maundering  over  their  basket  of  broken 
eggs  ?  The  King's  love  was  planted  elsewhere. 
That  could  not  be  helped.  That  the  curl-paper 
should  persist  in  slobbering  an  unwilling  cheek  was 


A  ROYAL  HAPPY  FAMILY.  251 

disgraceful  to  the  sex.  It  was  clearly  tlie  duty  of 
the  Amazons — of  those  whose  sufferings  had  turned 
their  tamer  feminine  blood  to  gall ;  their  female 
hearts  to  men's — to  lead  such  puling  infants  to  their 
duty. 

"  What  has  Scorpion  been  doing  now  V*  inquired 
scornfully  the  Amazon  captain. 

The  Queen  still  looked  scared  and  puzzled. 

"  I  asked  her,"  she  said,  "  to  be  my  friend,  for  I 
have  no  friend  here;  to  tell  me  her  troubles  as  I 
would  tell  her  mine — we  German  girls  do  so  yearn 
for  a  confidante — and  she  flew  at  me  as  fiercely  as 
though  I  had  struck  her.  Your  England  is  a  hard 
home  bound  by  an  iron  girdle.  What  harm  was 
there  in  asking  her  to  be  my  friend  V3 

She  sighed  heavily  as  she  wiped  away  her  tears. 

The  Duchess  had  no  patience  with  such  conduct. 

li  Your  Highness  is  too  guileless  for  so  bad  a 
world  V*  sneered  her  Grace.  "  It  becomes  my  pain- 
ful duty  to  disclose  a  secret,  which  your  woman's 
eyes  ought  to  have  unriddled  before  now." 

She  stopped,  for  the  King  was  looking  at  her 
through  an  open  door  behind  his  wife — was  looking 
at  her  with  such  concentrated  rage  as  took  even  the 
bold  Duchess  quite  aback.  The  Queen,  startled, 
followed  the  direction  of  her  gaze,  and,  seeing  her 
husband,  rose  dutifully  from  her  seat  with  pro- 
truded lips,  to  bestow  one  of  the  lavish  salutes  he 
so  much  dreaded. 
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"  I  am  quite  an  old  duenna  lecturing  her  gracious 
Majesty  \"  cried  the  Duchess,  recovering  herself. 
"  She  should  take  your  Highness  out  into  the 
streets,  instead  of  letting  you  mew  yourself  up  like 
a  Grand  Llama  of  Thibet !  Come,  sir,  I  will  lend 
you  my  own  chair  to  take  an  airing  in.  What  fun 
when  the  passing  beaux,  who  will,  of  course,  recog- 
nise the  equipage,  murmur  soft  love-nothings  to 
their  sovereign  V 

The  King,  advancing  into  the  room  with  set  stern 
face,  pointed  to  the  door. 

e<  Begone  \"  he  cried,  "  wicked  woman  !  Have  I 
not  been  sufficiently  afflicted  by  you  and  yours  ? 
Have  ye  not  yet  wrought  me  enough  evil  ?  Woe  is 
me,  that  my  nearest  flesh  and  blood  should  be  mine 
enemy  !  Thanks  be  to  God  I  am  strong  enough  to 
defend  my  hearth  against  my  mother  and  her 
minions." 

The  young  man  spoke  with  deep  emotion,  but 
her  saucy  Grace  was  moved  only  to  spitefulness. 
Was  she  to  be  thus  used  by  the  brat  whom  she  had 
nursed  ? 

ce  Do  you  drive  us  all  hence  t"  she  mocked. 
'  Your  Highness  is  in  a  vast  hurry  to  renew  the 
old  opposition  of  Leicester  House  to  Majesty ! 
The  Georgian  Kings  have  been  used  to  quarrel 
with  their  sons.  That  they  should  rise  against 
their  mothers  is  but  a  new  phase  \" 

With   a   reverence   tenfold   more   haughty  than 
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that  of  Lady  Sarah,  her  Grace  sailed  out  of  the 
room  like  the  baleful  fairy  who  tossed  the  apple  of 
discord  among  the  christening  guests.  She  sailed 
between  the  rows  of  bending  servitors  upon  the 
stairs,  and  stepped  into  her  coroneted  chair,  regret- 
ting her  conduct  as  she  was  borne  homewards. 
What  was  the  use  of  sending  for  Mr.  Pitt  to  pour 
oil  upon  the  waters  if  she  could  not  prevent  herself 
from  setting  this  family  at  loggerheads  ? 

The  Queen  trembled  before  the  anger  of  her 
lord,  and  protruded  her  poor  lips  again  lest  she  had 
somehow  done  wrong.  He  paced  the  room  with  a 
paper  in  his  hand,  then  stopped  abruptly  before 
her. 

' '  What  was  she  saying  to  you  V  he  asked 
roughly.     "  What  was  it  I  interrupted  ?     Hey  V 

"  Nothing  \"  stammered  Charlotte  piteously.  "  I 
was  telling  her  how  rude  Lady  Sarah  was,  that  is 
all.  And  she  said  something,  I  forget  what.  Oh, 
George !  You  look  relieved.  You  are  hiding- 
something  from  me  !  Send  me  back  to  Strelitz. 
I  die  by  inches  in  this  fearful  place  !  Everybody 
has  his  hand  at  his  neighbour's  throat.  They  all 
seem  to  hate  me,  though  I  never  did  any  one  an 
injury !  Every  man  counts  his  kin  his  enemy. 
The  streets  they  say  are  unsafe  for  passengers. 
The  houses  I  know  are  swarming  with  basest 
passions.  The  sun,  the  birds,  the  flowers,  arc 
without  humanising   influence.      Such   a   place  as 
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England  would  be  purgatory  if  our  holy  religion 
admitted  such  a  spot.  The  flowers,  the  birds ! 
They  are  blighted  by  the  shadow  of  the  gibbets \" 

The  wan  Arethusa  burst  into  another  agony  of 
tears — such  as  would  have  cured  the  Duchess  of 
remorse  could  she  have  seen  it — and  repulsed  the 
hands  of  her  perplexed  husband. 

"  Charlotte,"  he  said  kindly,  "  be  a  woman.  Now 
you  are  an  infant ;  so  am  I ;  two  corks  spinning  on 
a  whirlpool.  But  I  am  fast  growing  into  a  man. 
I  confess  that  gibing  fiend  was  about  to  tell  you  a 
secret  you  had  best  never  know.  Sometimes 
ignorance  is  bliss.  Do  I  not  learn  wisdom  at  a 
fearful  cost  ?  Who  may  pass  through  the  world 
unsullied  ?  As  I  study  human  nature  do  I  not  find 
it  base,  sordid,  mean,  revengeful,  deceitful,  unfor- 
giving— a  grievous  libel  upon  God,  whose  serene 
loving  face  I  hope  to  see  some  day  ?  We  look  on 
apes  with  horror,  for  they  are  dreadfully  like  us. 
Does  God  look  on  us  with  the  same  repulsion  ? 
We  are  libels  on  Him  as  apes  are  on  us.  Does  He 
look  curiously  at  our  pitiful  scratchings  and  chatter- 
ings,  turning  with  disgust  as  we  stretch  forth  our 
hands  ?  Oh,  Charlotte !  You  think  you  have 
much  to  bear  and  would  return  to  Strelitz  and  the 
chickens.  Look  at  me.  Look  at  a  young  man  who 
is  old  with  care,  who  never  was  really  young,  whose 
fate  it  is  to  wade  till  death  in  a  broth  made  up  of 
the  worst  qualities  of  men  stewed  down  to  souring- 
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point.  Yet,  thanks  be  to  the  great  good  God, 
I  see  daylight  far  away  and  comfort.  Some 
are  embittered  by  the  disappointment  which  in 
greater  or  less  degree  is  the  fate  of  all.  Each 
deception  softens  my  heart  instead  of  hardening  it. 
I  only  think  what  poor  shaking  things  we  are. 
Have  we  not  need  of  all  our  strength  to  help  each 
other  on,  rather  than  exert  it  in  pushing  others 
back  ?  When  I  read  of  a  man  driven  to  a  crime,  I 
whisper  to  myself,  '  Courage  !  This  bad  example 
must  be  combated — this  will-o'-the-wisp  hovering 
over  a  bog/  Let  us  be  more  kindly  to  each  other, 
let  us  support  each  other  with  a  firmer  hand.  There 
was  a  something  she  was  going  to  say  which  would 
only  have  distressed  you  needlessly.  Charlotte, 
my  wife  !  We  are  to  live  together  all  our  lives.  I 
am  to  be  your  guide.  Trust  me  in  this  matter, 
will  you  Vs 

Charlotte  looked  up  into  his  clear  kind  eyes,  and 
adored  her  lord  with  all  her  soul.  His  voice  was 
tender  though  he  spoke  in  parables.  Trust  him  ! 
That  she  would,  if  he  would  not  be  distant  and 
severe.  She  laid  her  head  upon  his  plain  brown 
coat.  He  remarked  that  her  hair,  if  not  so  thick  as 
Sarah's,  was  beautifully  fine,  her  hand  delicate  and 
well  formed.  Poor  girl !  Poor  leaf,  drifted  by 
chance  from  a  distant  Teuton-tree  to  a  forbidding 
shore.  He  would  act  up  to  his  word,  and  be  very 
good  to  her.     She  laid  her  hand  on  his,  and  the 
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newspaper  in  it  rustled.  Furious  wrath  bubbled  up 
again  and  marred  bis  good  intentions.  How  excel- 
lent we  feel  when  we  preach;  but  how  different  is  that 
to  practice  !  When  the  disciples  of  Wesley  and  of 
Whitefield  stand  in  the  road  to  declaim  to  the  lieges, 
they  look  like  spotless  angels  and  possibly  feel  so. 
Would  they  be  astonished  if  we  told  them  that 
their  religious  method  is  a  vulgar  form  of  degrad- 
ing hypocrisy  ?  That  nine  out  of  ten  of  them 
merely  love  to  hear  themselves  talking*  nonsense, 
and  by  thus  assuming  the  semblance  of  superior 
excellence  are  insulting  their  Maker  as  well  as  their 
fellow-men.  Christ  was  a  street-preacher,  and 
when  we  come  to  look  calmly  at  surrounding- 
circumstances  we  cannot  be  surprised  at  the  ex- 
asperation of  Jews  high  in  office.  Where  there  are 
so  many  impostors  it  is  hard  to  detect  the  man  who 
really  believes  in  what  he  preaches.  When  I  think 
of  these  street-preachers — cobblers,  tinkers,  and  the 
rest,  who  have  presumed  to  seize  the  mantle  of  my 
Lady  Huntingdon's  proteges  and  wrap  their  ridi- 
culous bodies  in  them  —  I  feel  provoked.  The 
dignity  of  their  theme  more  often  than  not  has 
saved  their  bones,  more's  the  pity.  Surely  their 
punishment  should  be  the  greater  in  that  they  dare 
to  take  God  and  make  of  Him  a  pander  to  their  low 
vanity ! 

The    King   shuddered   as   he   heard   the   paper 
rustle.     It  was   a  North  Briton,  containing  another 
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and  worse  onslaught  upon  his  mother's  name  !  He 
had  found  it  under  his  plate  at  breakfast.  Though 
he  was  prepared  to  quarrel  with  her  for  unbefitting 
behaviour  as  regarded  his  household,  he  was  too 
loyal  a  son  and  too  proud  a  prince  not  to  wince 
at  all  these  gross  attacks  upon  her  reputation. 

"  No  !  Charlotte  I"  he  cried  out,  rising  and  pacing 
the  room  hastily,  with  his  hands  behind  his  back. 
"  Do  not  believe  me.  I  am  a  braggart  like  the  rest. 
It  is  not  in  us  to  forgive.  Christ  forgave  His  enemies, 
but  then  He  was  divine.  Here  is  a  paper — No  !  it 
shall  not  soil  your  fingers.  Shall  I  be  called  on  to 
forgive  a  wretch  who  tramples  on  that  I  should 
hold  dearest  in  all  the  world  ?  My  mother  !  She 
has  been  cruel  to  you,  Charlotte.  I  know  it.  You 
must  pardon  her  that  for  my  sake ;  she  means  well. 
But  this  wretch — this  beast !  No  epithet  is  bad 
enough  for  him.  This  Wilkes  who  persecutes  me 
with  ingenious  elaborate  insult  and  a  mob — who, 
under  the  claptrap  watchword  of  Liberty,  would 
enslave  us  under  the  lowest,  vilest  of  despotisms — 
mob-rule — am  I  to  forgive  him  ?  He  misleads  the 
people  whose  ignorance  cannot  detect  his  hoofs. 
He  lives  on  disorder ;  his  bread  is  uproar.  If  an 
angel  reigned  he  would  chop  off  his  wings  to  serve 
his  purpose.  A  blustering  king,  according  to  him, 
is  a  savage,  a  peaceful  one  a  pedant.  A  virtuous 
king  is  too  uxorious,  a  wild  one  is  a  reprobate.  Who 
shall  please  these  demagogues  ?     When  and  how 

37 
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did  I  ever  do  liim  an  injury  ?  I  will  never  forgive 
this  Wilkes,  never  I" 

His  Majesty  forgot  his  sermon  and  strode  about 
in  a  fume,  kicking  over,  after  the  fashion  of  his 
grandsire,  the  chairs  and  tables  on  his  passage. 
His  young  wife  loved  him  the  more  for  his  anger. 
What  would  be  her  own  indignation  were  some  one 
to  traduce  the  fat,  honest,  hideous  mother  with 
German  ankles  away  at  Strelitz  !  By  instinct  she 
put  out  her  big  lips,  then  drew  them  in  again.  Tact 
told  her  that  for  some  strange  reason  the  King  did 
not  care  about  the  touch  of  those  kindly  lips.  Laying 
her  hand  on  his  arm,  however,  she  stopped  him  in 
mid-career. 

"  George  \"  she  said,  a  light  shining  in  her  eyes, 
which  gave  them  a  beauty  he  never  marked  before, 
"  I  am  so  glad  you  have  spoken  to  me.  I  am  so 
glad  you  are  angry  about  your  mother.  Oh, 
George !  I  do  love  you,  and  will  always  be  a 
faithful  wife.  Trust  me  as  I  trust  you.  We  will 
hate  Wilkes  together,  and  the  Duchess.  They  are 
both  wicked.  I  don't  want  to  fathom  your  mystery. 
Let  us  remember  that  we  cannot  shake  hands  and 
part  as  common  people  may.  State-policy  binds  us 
together  to  the  end,  be  it  as  foes  or  friends.  If 
we  must  walk  side  by  side,  let  it  be  as  friends. 
I  want  a  soul-friend  !  Who  should  act  as  such  if 
not  my  husband  ?" 

It  was  magnanimous,  George  was  fain  to  admit, 
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of  the  little  lady  to  hate  Wilkes  cordially  for  his 
sake  without  going  into  details.  It  was  nice  of  her 
to  refrain  from  probing  the  recesses  of  his  heart. 
The  ugly  duckling  was  not  so  repulsive  as  she 
seemed.  What  if  after  all  she  should  bloom  out 
into  a  swan  ? 
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CHAPTER  X. 
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R.  PITT  arrived  in  town  more  dead  than 
alive,  so  racked  was  he  by  his  old  enemy 
the  gout ;  so  distressed  was  he  and 
grieved  at  his  country's  plight.  The 
Duchess  of  Tewkesbury,  repentant  now  for  her 
mischief- making,  went  instantly  in  a  closed  chair 
to  see  him,  and  kissed  Lady  Hester  (who  was  Lady 
Chatham  by  this  time,  a  peeress  in  her  own  right) 
on  both  cheeks. 

ffHe  is  terribly  ill,"  sighed  her  ladyship,  who 
was  harassed  and  thin  with  anxiety.  "  I  fear  he 
will  not  be  able  to  do  much  good.  Yet  he  vows  he 
will  be  carried  to  the  House  and  laid  upon  the  floor 
to  protest  with  his  last  breath  against  the  doings  of 
Lord  Bute.  If  they  really  sign  this  suicidal  Peace 
ib  will  be  the  death  of  my  dear  lord,  who  says  that 
the  favourite  rings  the  knell  of  his  country's  ruin." 
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"  Be  of  good  cheer,"  replied  her  Grace.  "  Even 
if  he  dies  at  his  post,  which  God  forbid,  what  a 
thrice  blessed  woman  you  remain  !  To  be  the  widow 
of  such  a  man  is  no  ordinary  privilege — to  live  again 
in  the  past — to  recall  his  words,  his  actions,  his 
confidences,  till  you  are  called  away  to  be  rejoined 
to  him  for  ever  !  I  like  my  old  duke  well  enough, 
but  if  he  were  to  die  the  looking  back  on  his  career 
would  give  me  but  small  cause  for  edification. 
Where  is  my  old  friend  ?  I  have  much  to  say  that 
is  important.     You  are  not  jealous  V3 

Lady  Chatham  smiled  a  faint  smile  in  spite  of  her 
anxiety.  The  idea  of  the  Patriot,  whose  thoughts 
hovered  between  Europe  and  America,  with  an 
occasional  glance  at  Asia  and  Africa,  suddenly 
turning  aside  to  flirt  with  anybody  was  too  amusing. 
He  loved  his  wife  in  a  secondary  way  after  his 
fashion.  She  was  a  trusty  slave  who  nursed  him ; 
her  bosom  was  a  sweet  receptacle  for  grievances. 
Her  constant  presence  was  necessary  to  him,  and 
she  was  content. 

"  Go,"  she  said.  "  He  will  be  glad  to  see  you, 
for  my  dear  lord  becomes  poetical  when  discussing 
you.  Your  beauty,  he  avers,  is  like  a  thunderous 
sunset,  which,  again,  suggests  some  glorified  battle- 
field smeared  with  the  blood  of  fallen  angels." 

Mr.  Pitt  gasped  in  a  chair,  unable  to  move,  as 
the  Duchess  stole  in  on  tiptoe.  His  face  was  of  a 
green  whiteness,  ploughed  with  deep  furrows.     His 
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thin  cheeks  showed  the  muscular  network  beneath, 
dark  circles  were  round  his  eyes.  It  might  have 
been  a  dead  face  but  for  those  fierce  glittering  eyes 
which  seemed  to  pierce  the  person  he  looked  at 
through  and  through.  He  gave  her  hand  a  tender 
pressure. 

"  This  is  terrible !"  she  murmured  with  regret. 
K<  I  wanted  you  to  come  and  help  us,  whereas  you, 
it  seems,  are  the  one  who  most  needs  help." 

"  Never  fear,"  he  returned  faintly.  "  I  will  be 
there,  to  lift  up  my  voice,  my  arm,  .against  this 
empty-pated  fop." 

Then  she  explained  to  him  the  position  of  the 
court.  The  attitude  of  the  Princess  with  regard  to 
my  Lord  Bute  was  ill-looking  enough,  but  worse 
remained  behind,  for  here  was  a  whole  family  at 
daggers-drawn.  What  a  scandal !  Mother  and 
son  fighting  like  dog  and  cat  over  the  body  of  a 
worthless  favourite.  What  capital  the  Wilkes  party 
would  be  sure  to  make  of  this  !  The  mob,  who  were 
daily  growing  more  turbulent  and  less  inclined  to 
endure  royal  frailty,  would  be  lashed  into  rebellion. 
Even  as  she  was  borne  across  the  fields  just  now 
she  saw  an  old  jack-boot  and  a  petticoat  set  up  to 
scare  away  the  crows.  She  did  not  confess  that  the 
last  widening  of  the  breach  had  been  her  own  doing, 
due  to  an  irresistible  prompting  of  the  Evil  One. 
She  had  been  attached  to  the  court  for  years ;  no 
wonder  if  she  began  to  feel  alarmed  at  the  turn 
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affairs  were  taking.  Then  the  King's  awkward 
position  with  his  consort,  and  Lady  Sarah's  petu- 
lance, and  the  Princess's  attempts  at  meddling,  and 
last,  not  least,  the  favourite's  egregious  blindness. 
What  a  kettle  of  fish,  to  be  sure  !  What  could  the 
Great  Commoner  suggest  for  the  settling  of  such  a 
chaos  ? 

Mr.  Pitt  listened  and  pondered,  but  said  nothing. 
He  must  take  the  matter  seriously  in  hand,  the 
Duchess  urged,  forgetting  for  the  time  all  private 
pique.  Of  course  the  first  thing  was  to  annihilate 
Lord  Bute,  and  to  this  end  he  must  bring  the  whole 
force  of  his  eloquence  to  bear  upon  the  Peace- 
project,  scattering  it  to  the  winds.  This  accom- 
plished, he  must  coerce  his  well-meaning  but 
unwise  young  sovereign.  Easier  said  than  done  ? 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  -A  banquet  was  to  take  place  at  the 
Guildhall  in  the  evening  at  which  his  Majesty  had 
promised  to  be  present.  Mr.  Pitt  must  summon  all 
his  strength  and  go  there  too.  Many  opportunities 
would  arise  of  talking  to  the  King. 

Mr.  Pitt  murmured  that  his  strength  would  not 
stand  the  double  ordeal.  Was  it  his  fault  if  he 
enjoyed  such  shocking  health  ?  But  her  Grace  was 
determined  he  should  go,  and  so  produced  a  potent 
tonic  such  as  could  not  fail  in  its  effect. 

"You  have  been  away,"  she  said  carelessly, 
"  and  are  ignorant  possibly  of  the  last  news.  Lord 
Holland — that   'public   defaulter   of    unaccounted 
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millions/  as  you  aptly  call  him — who  battens  and 
grows  sleek  upon  ill-acquired  perquisites,  has  been 
called  in  to  help  Lord  Bute  out  of  his  troubles.  It 
was  by  his  advice  that  this  Peace  was  first  proposed 
which  is  to  rob  us  of  the  fruits  of  all  your  victories. 
You  know  that  and  submit  to  it  ?  Very  well.  But 
he  has  another  project  which  may  touch  you  nearer 
home.  Money  is  necessary  for  their  system  of 
wholesale  bribery,  and  how  do  you  think  they 
intend  to  get  it  ?  By  taxing  your  new  American 
Colonies !" 

The  wily  Duchess's  bolt  went  straight  to  its  billet. 
Mr.  Pitt  forgot  his  health,  so  deep  was  his  concern. 
What !  The  American  Colonies,  apple  of  his  eye, 
mere  fledglings  !  They  were  unfit  to  be  taxed  ! 
They  would  rise  in  despair  to  oppose  their  parent's 
greed,  and  shake  off  her  yoke  or  perish  in  the 
effort.  Those  colonies  whose  future  wealth  was  to 
make  England  queen  of  the  world  in  commerce  as 
well  as  war  !  Were  they  to  be  goaded  by  a  pack 
of  idiots  to  leave  England's  wing  ?  Was  he,  Pitt, 
thanks  to  whom  England  was  already  greater  than 
she  had  ever  been,  to  live  to  see  her  mangled  and 
dismembered  ?  What  an  earthquake  he  saw  loom- 
ing in  the  future !  No.  This  was  too  much  for 
his  forced  stoicism.  He  could  not  sit  with  idle 
hands  to  look  calmly  on  this  great  horror.  Quick  ! 
His  clothes,  his  periwig,  his  carriage  !  He  would 
go  to  the  House — later  to   Guildhall.     To  prevent 
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this  wicked  folly  lie  surely  would  be  given  strength. 
Her  Grace  promised  to  meet  him  at  Guildhall,  and 
got  into  her  chair  again,  wishing  him  every  success. 

Outside,  as  well  as  within  the  walls  of  Parliament, 
all  was  anxiety,  curiosity,  impatience.  My  Lords 
Bute  and  Holland  sauntered  calmly  in  the  lobby 
quite  at  ease,  for  they  were  informed  that  the  awful 
man  they  dreaded  was  stricken  down  with  sickness. 
This  Peace  they  fully  intended  to  have,  if  only  as  a 
protest  against  Mr.  Pitt,  their  enemy.  Lord  Bute 
clung  to  Lord  Holland  more  than  he  chose  to 
confess  to  himself,  for  the  daily  shower  of  rotten 
eggs  was  beginning  to  affect  even  his  self-confidence, 
and  he  was  not  unaware  that  this  Peace-project  of 
his  was  in  direct  opposition  to  the  wishes  of  the 
people.  The  great  Whig  lords,  whom  it  was  Lord 
Bute's  special  desire  to  crush,  wandered  hither  and 
thither  aimlessly,  for  without  their  chief  they  were 
a  flock  without  a  bell-wether.  Palace  Yard  was 
crowded  by  dense  masses,  who  greeted  the  peace- 
members  with  yells  and  execrations,  as  one  by  one 
they  arrived  in  chairs. 

Time  passed.  The  speaker  took  his  seat.  The  final 
discussion  began  in  the  Commons  which  was  to  fix 
the  fate  of  France  and  Spain — nay,  of  England,  of  all 
Europe.  Secret  emissaries  from  foreign  courts  stood, 
booted  and  spurred,  ready  to  ride  post-haste  with  news 
of  the  result.  The  crowning  humiliation  of  two  na- 
tions already  sore  distressed  quivered  in  the  balance. 
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Was  it  to  be  peace  or  a  continuation  of  the  war  ?  The 
expectant  ones  whispered  one  to  another.  A  rumour 
had  °:one  forth  that  the  Great  Commouer  was  back 
in  town.  Could  it  be  true  ?  Alas,  no — or  he  would 
have  been  at  his  post  ere  this.  The  debate  com- 
menced. George  Grenville,  the  turncoat,  had  been, 
with  unintended  irony,  set  to  denounce  the  disastrous 
measures  of  the  late  minister.  Lord  Bute  bade  him 
do  it,  so  he  did  it — not,  however,  without  such 
qualms  of  conscience  as  made  him  stammer  wofully. 
It  was  indeed  a  trying  position  to  be  placed  in,  but 
then  this  political  bat  did  so  want  to  try  his  wings  ! 
He  rose,  therefore,  at  the  favourite's  command,  and 
was  in  the  midst  of  an  affecting  period  about  his 
bleeding  heart,  when  he  was  disconcerted  by  a  wild 
yell  without.  My  Lords  Bute  and  Holland,  who 
were  in  the  Upper  House,  looked  at  each  other  in 
consternation.  What  could  this  portend  ?  A 
patter  of  feet  was  heard  on  the  stairs — -a  continuous 
huzzaing  rent  the  air — the  doors  were  flung  open, 
and  the  Great  Commoner,  majestic,  deadly  pale, 
supported  by  two  attendants,  stood  before  the 
assembly,  swathed  in  flannels.  The  languor  of  pain 
was  imprinted  on  his  features;  his  sable  velvet 
hung  in  loose  folds  on  his  emaciated  figure;  a 
murmur  of  sympathy  went  round  the  opposition 
benches.  Sitting,  for  he  was  permitted  that  extra- 
ordinary privilege,  he  spoke  for  three  hours  and  a 
half,    burning    floods   of    passion,   fiery   bursts  of 
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scathing  eloquence.  His  voice  pealed  like  a  passing- 
bell  through,  the  lobbies  of  the  Saxon  palace,  then 
waxed  by  degrees  fainter  and  more  faint.  Men 
bent  forward  holding  hands  to  ears  to  catch  his 
words  as  they  grew  fainter.  Three  hours  and  a 
half !  His  lips  continued  to  move,  though  they 
were  blue.  At  length,  with  a  gasp  like  a  sigh,  he 
fell  back  unconscious. 

The  member  for  Aylesbury  caught  him  as  he  fell. 

"  Air,  air  \"  he  cried,  motioning  back  the  throng 
which  rushed  forward  with  one  impulse.  "  He 
breathes  heavily.  It  is  weakness — not  a  fit.  Give 
him  air,  I  say,  and  he  will  yet  recover." 

Sadly  his  friends  bore  him  away  and  laid  him  by 
an  open  window.  The  Patriot  had  wrestled  with 
his  agony,  but  it  conquered  him.  After  a  while  he 
opened  his  eyes  and  looked  anxiously  round  the 
bystanders.  It  was  darker,  much  darker  than 
when  he  had  lost  consciousness.  What  had  hap- 
pened in  the  interval  ?  People  looked  ashamed,  and 
made  no  answTer  to  his  mute  questioning.  George 
Orenville  shuffled  by,  pretending  to  be  engrossed  in 
converse  with  Lord  Holland.  Would  no  one  speak? 
His  old  enemy,  the  aged  Duke  of  Newcastle,  blear 
as  well  as  goggle-eyed  now,  kneeled  by  his  side  with 
tears  running  down  his  rugged  cheeks. 

"  Pitt,"  he  said  between  his  sobs,  "  the  torrent  of 
corruption  you  stemmed  so  bravely  hath  flowed  back 
again  with  increased  volume.     On  the  grave's  verge 
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I  sec  my  faults  and  repent — alas,,  alas  !  I  could  not 
help  this  blow." 

"Is  it  to  be  peace?"  the  invalid  eagerly  whis- 
pered. 

Newcastle  wagged  his  head,  and  the  Patriot  turn- 
ing away  gazed  down  at  the  crowd  of  heads  below. 
Presently  he  said  slowly  as  if  thinking  aloud,  "Then 
it  is  to  be  peace,  and  I  have  lived  in  vain — a  prema- 
ture and  shameful  peace  !  Having  done  this  they 
will  do  worse.  They  will  certainly  tax  my  colonies, 
and  England  will  be  torn  asunder." 

"  Pitt,  do  you  feel  better  ?"  sobbed  his  Grace  of 
Newcastle. 

"  I  hope  I  am  dying,"  was  the  answer. 

There  was  a  long  pause,  during  which  his  eagle 
eye  seemed  striving  to  pierce  futurity.  Suddenly 
his  pale  face  flushed.  "  Had  I  not  succumbed  they 
would  not  have  dared  !"  he  said.  Then  rising  to 
his  feet  by  aid  of  many  an  arm,  he  added,  "  This 
may  yet  be  remedied.  My  Lord  Mayor  entertains 
the  King  at  Gruildhall  to-night.  I  will  be  there  to 
urge  his  Majesty  to  reason.  Till  then  I  will  go 
home  and  rest." 

When  the  illustrious  invalid  appeared  again  in 
Palace  Yard,  deafening  huzzas  rose  in  succeeding 
waves.  As  his  chariot  drove  off  between  opening 
masses  of  people,  the  crowd,  affected  by  his  forlorn 
aspect,  increased  their  clamour.  They  followed  to 
his  abode,  where  my  Lady  Chatham  was  awaiting* 
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liim  with  soothing  hand  and  tender  whispers  of 
comfort ;  and  yelled  and  hallooed  about  the  street 
till  her  ladyship,  appearing  on  the  balcony,  declared 
that  her  dear  lord,  though  grievously  sick,  was 
intent  (for  their  sakes)  upon  going  to  Guildhall, 
and  so  needed  quiet.  Then  they  respectfully  dis- 
persed, resolved  to  escort  him  later  to  the  City. 

It  was  a  grand  reception  that  the  Lord  Mayor 
was  giving,  the  King  having  been  persuaded,  with 
much  difficulty,  to  leave  his  retirement  and  show  his 
face  again  for  once  to  his  affectionate  subjects.  He 
preferred  his  condition  of  Grand  Llama,  for  his  tastes 
were  simple,  and  he  was  profoundly  disheartened  at 
the  ingratitude  of  the  populace  after  his  great  sacri- 
fice. The  serpent's  tooth  gnawed  into  his  vitals. 
What  more  could  he  do  than  he  had  done  ?  And 
yet  popular  dislike  was  deeper  for  him  than  for  his 
grandfather  who  had  never  pretended  to  do  any- 
thing except  gratify  his  own  shameless  appetites. 

George  was  more  cheerful  than  usual,  however, 
when  he  started  in  his  grand  state-coach  which  had 
just  cost  the  nation  seven  thousand  pounds ;  for 
Lord  Bute  had  just  assured  him  that  all  was 
delightfully  well;  that  Pitt  was  discomfited;  that 
the  peace  was  a  fait  accompli. 

His  Majesty  was  glad  that  Pitt  was  discomfited ; 
for  though  fond,  like  most  people,  of  prattling  about 
forgiveness  and  other  virtues,  he  was  very  much 
averse   indeed  to  pardon  those   who   injured  him. 
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Many  admirable,  well-intentioned,  narrow-minded 
people  are  remarkable  for  this  peculiarity.  Mr. 
Pitt,  having  pulled  out  the  pet  tooth,  might  no 
more  be  forgiven  than  Colonel  Wilkes  who  said 
unpleasant  things  about  the  royal  mother.  The 
very  name  of  Patriot  was  of  evil  savour  in  his 
nostrils,  for  both  these  men,  who  chose  to  assume 
the  sobriquet,  delighted  apparently  in  vexing  their 
sovereign.  Personally  he  cared  very  little  about 
the  peace.  But  then  dear  Lord  Bute  wished  for  it, 
and  Mr.  Pitt  opposed  it.  That  was  enough.  He 
was  vaguely  glad  about  the  peace  because  he  had 
not  read  its  articles. 

As  he  approached  the  City  his  gladness  vanished. 
The  sea  of  faces  that  lined  the  roads  looked  savage 
in  the  fitful  light  of  links.  His  people  allowed  him, 
their  King,  whom  they  had  barely  seen  since  his 
coronation,  to  pass  in  a  dead  silence  bred  more  of 
sullenness  than  of  respect.  Anger  took  the  place 
of  fitful  gladness.  This  was  a  brutish  people,  who 
ought  to  be  treated  as  such.  Bute  was  quite  right  in 
his  efforts  to  expand  again  the  shrunken  prerogative 
of  royalty.  A  people  who  demanded  all  from  him, 
and  would  give  nothing  in  return,  required  to  be 
put  back  into  their  place. 

The  young  Queen,  peering  out  of  her  window, 
withdrew  within  the  shadow  as^ain.  At  first  the 
sight  of  the  sea  of  heads  rather  amused  her,  then 
the  running  footmen's  torches  flashed  into  light  for 
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a  moment  a  huge  black  gibbet  with  three  bodies 
hanging — three  bodies  of  mere  boys.  The  eldest, 
she  observed,  could  not  be  more  than  twenty.  The 
surge  of  the  crowd  set  their  irons  creaking,  their 
corpses  swinging.  They  heeded  them  not.  "What 
interest  was  there  in  a  few  malefactors  swinging  in 
a  street  ?  The  streets  teemed  with  them ;  so  did 
the  high-roads  and  the  banks  of  river-side.  Eng- 
land was  a  cruel,  hard,  dreadful  place  !  She 
shivered  and  closed  her  eyes. 

Everywhere  the  mob  permitted  his  Majesty  to 
pass  in  silence  as  though  he  were  a  ghost.  They 
looked  at  him  indeed  as  if  he  were  a  spectre.  To 
them  he  was  a  spectre — of  nipped  promise.  His 
coach  rolled  between  ranks  of  soldiery  into  Guild- 
hall Court.  No  one  seemed  to  mind  whether  he 
were  there  or  not.  Yet  when  he  was  gone  tongues 
wagged  more  freely.  Lord  after  lord  passed  by, 
greeted  by  plaudits  or  hisses,  according  to  his  vote 
on  the  peace  question — concerning  which  Wilkes 
had  taken  care  to  instruct  the  lieges  by  papers 
specially  distributed. 

The  King  heard  the  lashing  of  the  crowd  outside 
the  barriers,  and  regretted  that  even  for  an  hour 
he  had  left  the  sweet  retirement  of  Buckingham 
House.  Lovingly  he  pruned  his  plants  there 
daily,  certain  they  would  repay  his  fond  solicitude 
with  blossoms.  Having  apparently  done  just  what 
he  ought  to  do,  what  had  come  of  it  ?     Even  exe- 
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cration — blows — anything  would   be   preferable  to 
this  chill  indifference. 

Execration  !  What  a  wild  halloo  !  like  savages 
breaking  the  entrenchments  of  a  settlement.  What 
a  howling,  raving,  shrieking  mob,  rushing  along  the 
narrow  streets,  stopping  all  traffic,  terrifying '  mild 
spectators,  who  knocked  piteously  for  shelter  at 
shop-doors  ere  they  were  trampled  under  foot. 
What  could  it  be  ?  The  Lord  Mayor,  puffing,  and 
scant  of  breath,  was  frightened  out  of  all  propriety. 
St.  Paul's  must  be  burning.  The  French  flotilla 
was  signalled  at  the  Nore  (he  knew  the  insidious 
vermin  would  never  respect  a  peace  !).  That  horrible 
Wilkes  was  heading  an  insurrection.  Which  was 
it  ?  Where  would  his  Majesty  please  to  conceal 
himself  ?  A  detachment  of  mounted  guards  wheeled 
out  of  the  square  to  reconnoitre.  Men  clung  like 
bees  to  overhanging  porches  and  signs  —  they 
clustered  about  low-lying  roofs — every  vantage- 
point  was  seething  with  an  agitated  human  freight. 
A  very  cyclone  tore  along  the  street — a  dense-packed 
crowd  swept  onward,  impelled  by  fierce  excitement 
with  a  forward  movement,  like  a  field  of  barley  rust- 
ling in  one  vast  sway  before  a  driving  wind.  Each 
head  of  bending  corn  roared  with  simultaneous  cry 
— nay,  every  grain  upon  each  head  shrieked  out, 
while  every  lance  that  topped  it  bristled.  It  was 
awful  to  look  upon  that  street  with  its  half- seen 
whirl  of  rage — dark,  boiling,  lighted  (as  a  phospho- 
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rescent  sea  is  lit)  by  sputtering  torches  thrown  madly 
into  the  air.  The  wild  crowd  advanced,  pushed  from 
behind,  lashing  round  a  black  speck  which  was  a 
chariot.  By  force  of  pushing  the  coach  swayed  to 
and  fro,  turning  on  its  side  as  if  it  must  fall  over, 
then  righting  itself  by  magic,  and  moving  slowly 
on.  Its  horses  were  cut  adrift  long  since.  It 
moved  simply  by  force  of  eager  hands,  stretched 
out  to  clutch  and  rend  it  into  fragments.  A  horse- 
man bleeding,  wigless,  battled  with  the  throng.  A 
handful  of  sturdy  broad-backed  knaves  protected 
either  window  with  superhuman  bravery.  The 
devoted  little  knot  swayed,  buffeted,  struggled 
towards  the  Guildhall.  Would  they  reach  it  or  be 
first  torn  piecemeal  ?  Staves  rattled  against  sconces, 
blood  flowed  like  water,  oaths  pattered  like  hail. 
One  effort  more  and  this  chariot  might  turn  within 
the  breakwater  of  troops  ;  then  it  would  be  safe,  the 
battle  for  the  moment  would  be  over.  The  crowd 
saw  its  victim  slipping  through  its  grasp  ;  with  a 
loud  yell,  like  the  final  flare  of  an  expiring  light,  it 
made  a  rush ;  the  coach  trembled,  as  a  boat  trembles 
dashed  by  a  breaker,  and  slowly  rolling  on  its  side 
lay  still.  With  a  triumphant  howl  every  torch  was 
tossed  aloft.  In  the  darkness  which  ensued  there 
was  a  rustle  of  feet — a  thud  of  raining  blows. 
Strong  men  in  the  van  shrieked  at  the  pressure 
from  the  rear ;  weak  men  sank  suffocated  to  be 
trampled  out  of  life.  The  bleeding  horseman  made 
vol.  11.  38 
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one  effort  more,  then  vanished,  dragged  from  his 
horse;  the  broken-nosed  fighting  knaves  on  foot 
were  dispersed  with  broken  pates.  Like  ants  the 
rabble  crowded  round  the  tiny  dot,  while  the  King 
within  Guildhall  marvelled  at  the  uproar.  A  clatter 
of  hoofs,  a  charge,  a  scream.  The  crowd  was  beaten 
back,  the  coach  rescued — a  shattered  heap  of 
splintered  wood,  deprived  alike  of  wheels,  and  pole, 
and  traces.  A  coachman  and  four  footmen,  their 
backs  bared  of  livery,  pulled  away  a  broken  door  to 
let  the  inmates  out. 

The  Lord  Chancellor  emerged  groaning,  his 
ruffles  in  rags,  his  periwig  like  a  moulting  bird. 
After  him  appeared  his  dear  friend  Lord  Bute, 
cause  of  all  the  riot,  for  whose  sake  he  had  well- 
nigh  been  cut  to  mincemeat.  My  lord  was  in  a 
rueful  plight,  though  use  should  have  familiarised 
him  with  such  treatment.  His  wig  was  picked  to 
shreds  an  hour  since — his  shaven  crown  was  bleed- 
ing in  three  places ;  one  eye  was  closed ;  his  brand- 
new  birthday  suit  besmirched  with  vilest  filth  and 
garbage.  The  good  citizens  of  London  had  a 
forcible  way  of  impressing  their  opinions,  which 
perchance  was  warranted  by  the  persistent  deafness 
of  those  who  made  believe  to  be  their  servants.  At 
any  rate  King  Mob  had  left  his  mark  on  my  Lord 
Bute. 

Panting,  breathless,  the  self-elected  Premier  and 
his    Chancellor  tumbled   into   the    Guildhall.     The 
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Princess  Dowager  screamed  and  simulated  swooning. 
The  King's  rage  was  such  he  dared  not  trust  himself 
to  speak.  "Was  he  nothing — he,  God's  anointed — 
that  his  trusted  friend,  his  new  much-valued 
minister,  should  be  half  murdered  under  his  very 
nose  ?  What  did  this  portend  ?  Was  he  to  die  a 
martyr,  like  Charles  I.  ?  He  would  die  then — he 
resolved  doggedly,  with  harness  on  his  back — but 
never  yield  !  With  his  own  kerchief  he  wiped  the 
slime  from  the  Earl's  face,  while  the  Princess, 
plucking  an  ostrich  feather  from  her  tiara,  thrust  it 
in  a  candle  flame  and  held  it  to  his  nostrils.  The 
Duchess  of  Tewkesbury — who  swept  hither  and  thither 
welcoming  this  great  man  and  that  by  a  cordial 
word  and  benignant  hand-shake,  as  though  the 
Guildhall  were  her  dower-house  and  the  Mayor  her 
butler — could  not  repress  a  laugh.  My  Lord  Bute 
posed  as  a  martyr.  Martyrdom  in  a  white  sheet 
with  smooth-shaved  chin  and  carefully  curled  hair 
as  represented  by  the  painters  is  doubtless  vastly 
impressing.  But  martyrdom  garnished  with  still- 
born kittens,  foulest  slop  from  out  the  kennel,  and 
a  burnt  ostrich-feather,  is  conducive  only  to  laughter. 
The  Lord  Mayor  was  so  flustered  that  by  accideut 
he  spoke  his  thoughts,  a  mistake  the  King  never 
forgave.  No  wonder,  for  in  his  confusion  he  blurted 
out : 

"  It  serves  the  coxcomb  right.     See  what  happens 

38—2 
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when  a  constitutional  sovereign  acts  in  deliberate 
defiance  of  his  people." 

Later  he  swore  solemnly  that  he  never  said  any- 
thing of  the  sort,  but  stubborn,  obstinate,  well- 
meaning  George  heard  clearly,  and  remembered 
with  resentment. 

Another  outcry  !  Was  that  seething  street — now 
a  human  river — to  know  no  peace  ?  Was  this  some 
other  victim  ?  Eebellion — why  this  was  a  revolu- 
tion !  Distress  in  the  King's  mind  began  to  master 
rage.  Was  it  Holland,  Newcastle — whom  ?  There 
would  certainly  be  deliberate  murder  ere  this  ill- 
omened  festival  was  over.  Did  his  people  then  so 
execrate  this  peace  ?  It  dawned  upon  him  that  a 
minister  must  be  a  bad  one  who  so  manifestly  fought 
against  popular  will.  No  !  Huzzaing  this  time — 
what  deafening  shouts  and  clamour  !  Again  the 
crowd  rushed  on,  drawing  a  chariot  this  time — not 
pushing  it.  A  man  cross-legged  upon  its  roof 
played  the  national  anthem  on  a  flute  mid  deafening 
applause.  Men  clung  to  the  door-handles,  to  the 
wheels  ;  kissed  the  footmen's  legs ;  snipped  bits  of 
their  blue  liveries  for  relics;  hustled,  elbowed  for 
one  glimpse  of  the  pale  face  as  still  as  death  within. 
In  triumph  the  chariot  drew  up.  Supported  by  his 
servants  Mr.  Pitt  alighted,  swathed  still  in  fine 
flannel,  resting  on  crutches  ;  white  as  death,  as  stern 
and  as  uncompromising. 

The  Duchess  of  Tewkesbury,  whom  the  King  per- 
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sistently  declined  to  notice,  made  a  grand  show  of 
welcoming  the  Patriot ;  of  congratulating  him  on  his 
heroic  effort  earlier  in  the  day;  of  assuring  him  that 
the  voice  of  the  people  was  on  his  side.  His 
Majesty  bit  his  lip  to  discipline  his  fury.  As 
everybody  combined  to  heap  insult  on  him  he 
would  certainly  go  back  and  be  a  Grand  Llama  of 
Thibet  for  evermore.  Her  Grace's  mischievous 
temper  enjoyed  his  evident  exasperation,  forgetting 
(how  careless  the  lady  was  !)  that  such  a  mood  was 
ill-calculated  for  the  healing  of  old  sores.  Had  he 
not  behaved  rudely  to  her  before  the  Queen,  bidding 
her  with  outstretched  finger  to  "  Begone "  ?  It 
was  fitting  that  she — queen  of  fashion,  if  not  of  the 
realm — should  give  him  tit  for  tat. 

As  for  my  Lord  Bute,  he  was  distracted  ;twixt 
fear  and  spite.  He  was  paying  dearly  for  his  self- 
elected  office.  At  this  rate  the  violent  severance  of 
his  body  from  his  limbs  was  merely  a  matter  of 
time.  Was  it  worth  while  to  hold  even  the  grand 
position  of  Secretary  of  State  at  the  price  of  proxi- 
mate dismemberment  ?  Hardly.  He  began  to 
think  that  it  might  be  best  to  put  somebody  else 
into  his  place,  and  govern  from  behind  by  pulling  a 
puppet's  strings.  He  swore,  however,  as  he  mopped 
his  bruised  face,  that,  let  who  might  be  Premier, 
Pitt  at  least  should  no  more  hold  office. 

w  You  see,  sir/'  he  whispered  to  his  master, 
"  from  what  I  saved  you.     This  man  would  submit 
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you  to  the  tyranny  of  the  Whig  lords,  and  make  of 
you  a  Guy  Fawkes  sovereign.  Who  knows  but 
what  some  day  he  might  even  aspire  to  be  a 
Cromwell,  and  sweep  away  the  bauble  called  a 
crown  ?  These  patriots  are  gaudy  paper,  fly- 
catchers, decked  out  to  entice  ignorant  vermin." 

Mr.  Pitt  moved  painfully  on  his  crutches  to  where 
the  sulky  King  sat  beside  the  Queen.  His  Majesty 
declined  to  be  aware  of  his  presence,  although  the 
ascetic  pain-bowed  form  of  the  sufferer  commanded 
involuntary  respect  even  from  those  opposed  to  his 
line  of  government. 

"  Sir,"  he  said  in  sorrow,  "  you  do  ill  to  neglect 
your  faithful  servant,  who  came  hither  expressly  to 
present  his  unworthy  homage  to  his  King." 

"  He  came  hither,  I  think,"  retorted  George 
hotly,  ' '  to  compete  with  his  master  for  popularity. 
This  is  like  a  Twelfth-night  game  of  cards.  Who  is 
the  monarch  of  the  hour  ?  Is  it  George — anointed 
of  God,  or  self-crowned  King  William  ?" 

Mr.  Pitt  was  silent ;  and  hobbled  away  to  a  circle 
of  Whig*  grandees  who  were  palpitating  with 
curiosity.  What  said  his  Majesty  ?  Was  he  civil  ? 
Had  this  night's  scene  shown  that  he  must  give  up 
the  favourite  or  stand  in  grievous  jeopardy  himself  ? 
No  ?     How  monstrous  blind  then  must  he  be  ! 

"  His  Majesty  gave  me  a  harsh  lesson  which  I 
deserved,"  said  the  Great  Commoner  to  her  Grace 
of  Tewkesbury,  who  pressed  his  clammy  hand.     "  I 
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committed  a  grave  fault  through  attending  to. your 
advice/'  he  continued  with  dej  ection.  "  I  was  wrong 
to  parade  the  fact  that  I,  an  humble  individual,  am 
more  loved  by  the  people  than  he,  the  God's  anointed, 
who  wields  the  sceptre.  Popular  as  I  am,  you  see 
that  I  am  powerless  to  prevent  that  mistake  which 
will  change  the  condition  of  a  continent.  You  im- 
portuned me  till  I  made  this  stumble ;  and  it  is  a 
grave  one,  for  the  King  is  evidently  jealous  of  me. 
What  chance  now  in  the  future  of  guiding  his 
counsels  ?  Ministers  you  see  should  be  chary  of 
giving  heed  to  fashionable  sirens.  My  wand  of 
good  fortune  hath  melted  from  my  grasp.  I  shall 
retire  into  private  life,  and  hide  my  dishonoured 
head." 

"  And  mine  V  mused  the  Duchess  to  herself. 
"  Have  I  not  striven  to  turn  my  bitterness  into 
sweet  waters  ?  With  a  calmer  life  do  I  not  struggle 
to  regain  my  former  self  ?  If  I  am  doomed  to  be 
a  fallen  angel  I  had  best  give  over  attempting  to  be 
good.  When  I  sow  wheat  it  turns  to  tares.  May 
a  bramble  bear  figs — a  thistle  grapes  *r  No  ;  there 
is  no  use  in  trying  to  reform/'' 

Recklessly  desirous  of  displeasing  his  Majesty, 
she  tripped  to  the  gate  followed  by  a  dutiful  troop 
of  attendant  beaux,  and  made  much  noisy  ado  about 
the  swathing  of  the  invalid ;  screaming  out  tender 
messages  to  my  Lady  Chatham  as  Mr.  Pitt's  chariot 
plunged  into  the  concourse.     Then  she  swept  back 
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again  with  rippling  laughter  which  showed  her 
glistening  teeth,  and  proceeded  to  tease  Lady 
Sarah  about  the  King's  more  kindly  manner  to  his 
Queen,  until  that  stony  damsel  fairly  writhed  under 
her  taunts. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


A    LEVEE    AT    TEWKESBURY    HOUSE. 


ER  Grace  of  Tewkesbury  sat  in  her 
powdering -cabinet,  as  usual  all  in 
white  ;  her  rich  trollopee  with  its 
sumptuous  lace  was  white ;  so  was  her 
hair,  just  now  under  the  agile  fingers  of  her  French 
friseur ;  so  even  was  her  face,  whose  cream  and 
roses  were  in  the  habit  of  distracting  the  beaux. 
Not  that  she  was  ill — by  uo  ineans ;  only  she  had  on 
her  powder-mask,  fashioned  of  white  satin  trimmed 
with  bugles ;  and  was  dictating  letters  to  two  secre- 
taries in  intervals  of  conversation  varied  by  an 
occasional  bravo  to  her  musicians.  It  was  twelve 
o'clock.  Her  levee  had  commenced.  Chairs  moved 
in  and  out  of  the  paved  courtyard.  Gentlemen 
arrived,  and  lounged,  and  yawned  away  a  minute 
or  two,  then  carried  the  last  gossip  on  to  her  Grace 
of   Ancaster's,  or  perhaps  my  Lady   Petersham's, 
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then  strolled  in  the  Mall  or  sat  in  a  chocolate -house 
till  dinner-time  at  three.  Tewkesbury  House  was 
always  the  first  rendezvous,  for  the  creme  de  la 
ere  me  assembled  there — ministers,  singers,  courtiers; 
while  it  was  a  sight  which  never  palled  upon  the 
beholder  to  see  the  great  Duchess  doing  the  honours 
of  her  palace.  The  splendour  of  Tewkesbury  House 
was  become  more  than  ever  a  byword.  Merchants 
of  vertu  carried  their  choicest  wares  thither.  The 
great  saloons,  the  blue  satin  boudoir,  were  con- 
tinually littered  with  Chinese  toys,  Indian  pagods, 
nicknacks  of  china  or  glass.  It  needed  the  fortune 
of  the  Tewkesburys  to  meet  the  incessant  demand 
for  new  laces,  gorgeous  silken  fabrics,  broidered 
and  embossed  velvets,  jewelled  Cellini  tazze. 

As  the  gardens  were  a  marvel,  and  the  palace  a 
wonder,  so  was  the  establishment  prodigious. 
Eighty  domestics  sat  down  daily  to  dinner. 
Butlers,  clerks  of  the  kitchen,  clerks  of  the  stable, 
coachmen,  postilions,  chairmen,  body-footmen, 
running  footmen ;  an  army  of  servants  of  every 
degree,  from  her  Grace's  women  and  the  Duke's 
valet  down  to  the  smallest  pins  in  the  social  economy, 
the  little  oppressed  chimney-boys.  There  were  two 
hussars  told  off  by  the  Marquis  of  Granby  to  ride 
by  her  Grace's  windows  in  these  troublous  times. 
Besides  her  ordinary  chamber-women  she  had  two 
maids  of  genteel  birth — one,  daughter  of  a  parson, 
the  other  of  a  colonel — who  sang  during  her  levees, 
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made  themselves  generally  useful,  and  dined  at  a 
separate  table  with  the  two  secretaries,  at  whom  they 
made  eyes.  Her  Grace  affected  to  be  vastly  fond 
of  music.  She  caused  her  servants  to  be  drilled, 
and  they  it  was  who  discoursed  minstrelsy  in  the 
great  saloon  whilst  their  mistress's  head  was  being- 
built  and  the  beaux  chattered  over  their  bohea.  The 
groom  of  the  chambers  was  first  violin,  the  second 
coachman  was  first  horn,  the  Duke's  foreign  valet 
was  a  neat  harpsichordist,  while  two  of  the  footmen 
boasted  of  throaty  tenors,  and  warbled  the  last 
Yauxhall  catches  with  Miss  Bate,  the  parson's 
daughter,  quite  ravishingly.  The  butler  too,  being 
cunning  on  the  flute,  was  much  favoured  by  his 
mistress  for  his  musical  abilities. 

Her  Grace's  head  took  three  hours  to  build  daily, 
and  she  divided  the  time  between  her  correspon- 
dence and  her  friends,  throwing  in  sage  advice  now 
and  then  to  the  architect  as  to  the  symmetry  of  a 
range  of  curls  or  bunch  of  feathers.  Out  of  sly 
malice  she  inaugurated  about  this  time  the  fashion 
of  enormously  high  "heads,"  spreading  her  own 
luxuriant  tresses  over  a  scaffolding  some  four  feet 
in  height  made  of  horsehair  and  whalebone ;  and 
awful  were  the  shifts  resorted  to  by  the  belles  to 
follow  the  dictum  of  their  queen.  Vainly  they  tried 
tow,  wool,  hemp,  to  supply  their  lack  of  hair,  and 
at  last  in  desperation  shaved  their  pates  clean  as  the 
men  did,  donning  each  morning  a  huge  wig  covered 
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with  ornaments  and  ribbons.  There  was  convenience 
about  this  practice,  for  the  "  head  "  needed  only  to 
be  opened  and  set  once  in  every  three  weeks  or  so, 
whereas  the  Duchess  was  compelled  to  spend  the 
best  part  of  each  morning  over  hers.  What 
mattered  it  if  mice  chose  to  make  their  nests  in 
these  erections  ?  The  Duchess  was  in  advance  of 
her  age,  believing  that  fresh  cold  water  was  better 
for  the  skin  than  grease,  and  bismuth,  and  carmine. 
As  we  look  in  upon  her  a  series  of  strange  articles 
lie  ready  to  her  hand,  wind-mills  of  blown  glass, 
weather-cocks,  race-horses,  to  fill  up  a  hole  or  crown 
a  knot  of  bows. 

Lord  Bellasis,  who  was  trifling  with  a  pantin  (a 
puppet  of  pasteboard  much  in  vogue  just  then 
among  the  quality),  had  just  raised  a  laugh  by  re- 
lating how  on  her  way  from  the  Guildhall  fete  a  few 
weeks  back,  Miss  Ashe  fell  asleep,  and  how  a  mis- 
creant, mounting  on  the  back-board  of  her  vis-a-vis, 
cut  through  the  leather  and  disappeared  with  her 
whole  "head,"  leaving  her  as  bald  as  a  coote,  to  catch 
a  fearful  cold ;  and  how  she  screamed  when  she 
awoke,  for  her  head  was  a  new  one  stuck  about  with 
all  the  jewels  she  possessed.  Her  Grace  threw  at 
him  one  of  her  bright  smiles,  then  turned  to  speak 
gravely  to  Mr.  Stone,  who  lolled  in  the  doorway  of 
the  cabinet,  about  the  political  situation.  What  a 
kaleidoscope  it  was !  Mr.  Pitt  was  gone  away 
again,   to    contemplate  from  afar  the  approaching 
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ruin  of  his  country.  Lord  Bute  carried  his  point, 
as  we  have  seen,  relative  to  peace,  and  well-nigh  lost 
his  life  in  consequence.  But  when  its  terms  came 
to  be  known,  the  ire  of  the  people  knew  no  bounds. 
Everything  was  surrendered  in  East  and  West 
Indies  which  Pitt's  genius  had  wou.  France  was 
in  ecstasy ;  so  was  Spain.  England  was  disgraced 
in  the  eyes  of  Europe.  Lord  Bute  dared  to  show 
his  face  no  more.  He  went  from  place  to  place  in 
a  hackney-chair  disguised  in  a  red  wig  and  riding- 
cloak  like  a  conspirator.  Sim  Ames  declared  that 
his  berth  was  far  from  a  sinecure,  for  on  the  Guild- 
hall night  he  was  dragged  from  his  horse  and  so 
soundly  pummelled  for  wearing  the  hated  livery 
that  he  would  have  left  his  brains  upon  the  stones 
had  not  Jasper  given  timely  help,  who  was  hovering 
there  to  see  that  his  sister  got  safely  through  the 
crowd.  The  great  lords  went  in  deputation  to  the 
King,  imploring  him  to  change  his  ruinous  policy. 
Harried,  worried,  brought  to  bay,  that  unhappy 
Prince  turned  for  a  moment  from  the  tending  of  his 
plants,  and  caused  the  favourite  to  resign,  who, 
having  by  his  presumption  raised  a  storm  which  he 
was  quite  unable  to  quell,  was  only  too  glad  to  let 
another  assume  the  responsibility  of  his  mistakes. 
Rumours  were  rife  that  not  only  had  he  surrendered 
our  conquests  tamely,  but  that  he  had  accepted 
bribes  for  doing  so  from  foreign  powers.  Egged 
on  by  Wilkes,  mobs  went  about  the  town  crying  for 
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his  blood.  His  windows  were  continually  being 
broken.  But  who  should  dare  succeed  to  the  legacy 
of  his  blunders  was  the  point,  and  a  knotty  one  it 
was — for  to  patch  the  holes  in  the  battered  state- 
vessel  required  the  highest  genius.     . 

Goggle-eyed  Newcastle  was  too  old  and  foolish, 
Holland  too  deservedly  unpopular.  Who  in  all 
Europe  but  the  Great  Commoner  ?  But  the  King, 
at  mention  of  his  name,  banged  his  watering-pot 
against  the  wall,  and  said,  "  Never  \"  Anybody 
they  liked  except  Mr.  Pitt.  To  the  surprise  of  all, 
the  meanest  card  in  the  whole  pack  came  uppermost 
when  it  was  shuffled.  George  Grenville,  the  turn- 
coat, the  bat ;  the  effete,  the  weak,  the  penurious,  the 
plodding,  the  ungrateful — George  Grenville,  who 
puffed  by  his  own  conceit  basely  deserted  his 
brother-in-law  in  a  moment  of  trouble — George 
Grenville,  a  mere  puppet  now  in  the  favourite's 
hands,  was  set  up  in  the  guise  of  a  prime  minister, 
moving  obedient  limbs  like  a  pantin  when  the 
favourite  pulled  the  string.  His  vain  ambition  was 
gratified  then.  He  was  to  take  his  turn  at  the 
wheel  like  other  blunderers.  What  but  ill  could 
come  of  it  ?  Was  Mr.  Pitt's  cynical  speech  really 
true  ?  In  nine  cases  out  of  ten  is  the  world  doomed 
to  be  ruled  by  charlatans  ?     It  seems  so. 

Everybody  marvelled  at  the  King's  choice.  Was 
he  only  stupid,  or  was  he  wilfully  determined  to 
sponge   out   the    good    brought    about   by    Pitt's 
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splendid  genius  at  so  tremendous  a  cost  of  blood 
and  treasure  ?  Be  that  as  it  might,  George  Gren- 
ville  was  entrusted  with  the  reins  (which  appointment 
must  needs  be  wormwood  to  the  absent  Patriot),  and 
as  he  groped  he  became  aware  that  money  must  be 
forthcoming  somehow.  The  days  were  gone  when 
a  victorious  admiral  would  swoop  upon  a  heavy- 
laden  Spanish  galleon  from  Peru.  Money  must  be 
forthcoming,  so  the  simplest  plan  seemed  to  be  to 
adopt  Bute's  suggestion,  and  wring  gold  by  taxation 
from  the  baby  colonies.  Why  not  impose  stamp 
duties  upon  the  Americans  ?  So  the  purblind  bat, 
sitting  in  the  eagle's  nest,  played  at  being  the  king 
of  birds,  with  such  disastrous  results  as  might  be 
expected  from  a  creature  that  is  neither  fish,  nor 
flesh,  nor  fowl.  George  Grenville,  in  his  self- 
sufficient  blindness,  went  grinning  about  his  work, 
totally  unaware  that  he  was  lighting  such  a  confla- 
gration as  the  world  had  never  seen — that  one  little 
schedule  in  his  budget  was  doomed  to  effect  a 
revolution  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  the  human 
race — that  he  was  about  to  produce  an  earthquake 
whose  rumblings  shall  re-echo  through  generations 
and  generations  as  yet  unborn — toppling  thrones, 
shattering  crowns,  destroying  dynasties.  No  one 
realised  what  he  was  doing  except  Mr.  Pitt,  the 
wise,  the  far-sighted.  Yet  what  could  the  eagle  do 
but  shriek  and  flap  his  ruffled  wings  away  on  his 
distant  rock  ?     He  was  hunted  by  vermin  from  his 
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eyrie.  The  bat  occupied  his  place,  and  was  too 
thick  of  fur  to  feel  the  thorns*  Our  Duchess  was 
anything  but  far-sighted.  Experience  had  taught 
her,  however,  to  place  firm  faith  in  Mr.  Pitt.  She 
looked  on  the  King's  behaviour  as  an  unworthy 
tantrum,  for  which  he  ought  to  be  put  in  a  corner. 
The  troubles  he  wailed  under  were  scratches  to  her 
wounds. 

As  she  reflected  on  the  situation,  she  was  convinced 
that  very  feeble  hands  were  on  the  tiller  ;  that  the 
populace  increased  each  day  in  lawlessness ;  that 
Wilkes's  influence  grew  hour  by  hour,  threatening 
even  to  overshadow  that  of  Pitt.  The  populace 
forgets  the  absent  very  soon.  Surely  Mr.  Pitt  was 
wrong  to  withdraw  at  such  a  crisis.  Yet  how  could 
he  do  otherwise  ?  The  King's  obstinacy  and  the 
favourite's  low  spite  subjected  him  to  constant 
insult.  Be  that  as  it  might,  absent  he  was,  and 
Wilkes  was  very  present  indeed,  fanning  the  flame 
of  sedition  by  every  means  which  his  ingenuity  sug- 
gested. What  could  be  his  object,  she  wondered. 
Did  he  desire  a  dictatorship  ?  Why  this  crusade 
against  the  nobles  ?  Well  !  if  the  days  of  the 
Commonwealth  were  to  come  again,  our  valiant 
Duchess  determined  to  be  another  Lady  Derby. 
Nay,  Lady  Derby  confined  her  prowess  to  defence. 
This  new  heroine  felt  prepared  for  absolute  attack, 
and  was  aware  of  an  odd  feeling  of  joy,  in  that  a 
moment  for  action  might  arrive  when  she  would 
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lead  the  nobility  to  battle  in  tlie  same  despotic 
manner  as  she  now  sets  their  fashions.  There  must 
have  been  a  spice  of  the  Hibernian  element  in  the 
Growering  blood.  Neither  my  Lady  Grizel  nor  her 
brother  were  afraid  of  broken  sconces.  Oh  ! 
wonld  it  not  be  glorious  to  defend  Tewkesbury 
House  against  the  rabble  ?  To  point  the  guns  and 
sweep  the  vermin  off  the  earth/ s  face  in  swarms  ! 
Little  did  she  think  as  she  toyed  with  her  costly 
pagods  and  gossiped  with  Mr.  Stone,  that  on  a 
not  far  distant  day  the  rabble  would  seethe  round 
Tewkesbury  House,  and  that  Mr.  Stone  himself, 
who  sat  there  now  in  his  capacity  of  acquaintance, 
would — but  really  I  must  follow  events  as  they  come, 
and  not  gabble  of  things  out  of  their  places. 

Conversing,  then,  quietly  with  Mr.  Stone,  she 
declared  that  Pitt  by  his  genius,  popularity,  and 
influence  with  the  great  families,  was  the  only  man 
in  England  who  could  restore  the  kingly  dignity 
and  arrest  the  growing  license  of  the  populace. 

"  As  for  your  ally,  Colonel  Wilkes/''  she  said, 
"  teach  him  humbly  to  follow  so  grand  an  example, 
rather  than  be  content  to  be  only  a  noisy  wind-bag." 

Stone  smiled  and  drank  his  dish  of  tea,  beating* 
time  to  the  footmen's  singing  with  his  spoon.  It 
did  not  suit  his  purpose  to  discuss  Wilkes,  who  was 
beginning  to  be  tabooed  by  high-class  society.  He 
glanced  round  the  room  at  the  assembled  company. 
The  Duke,  who  showed  manifest  signs  of  breaking* 

vol.  11.  39 


>9o  LADY  GRIZEL. 


up,  occupied  a  state-chair,  surmounted  by  his 
coronet,  placed  so  that  he  should  lose  no  movement 
of  his  beautiful  wife.  He  followed  her  with  his 
dimmed  gaze,  marvelling  for  the  thousandth  time 
at  the  superb  curves  of  her  queenly  throat,  the 
intensity  of  her  sapphire  eyes,  the  silky  length  of  her 
dark  lashes.  That  glorious  blooming  creature  was 
his — all  his — who  assured  him  that  it  was  so  by 
nodding  gaily  now  and  then,  sending  streams  of 
delicious  warmth  into  his  chilling  blood.  Was 
there  ever,  since  Eve  was  born,  so  splendid  a 
creature — so  bright,  so  witty,  so  beautiful  ?  To 
himself  he  softly  murmured  the  lines  of  the  first 
English  poet : 

"  Her  eyen  twinkle  in  her  head  aright 
As  do  the  starres  in  a  frosty  night  \" 

On  a  sofa  hard  by  lounged  Lady  Gladys,  smiling, 
calmly  enjoying  herself  in  her  moonlit  way,  indulg- 
ing even  in  a  tiny  joke  by  touching  the  spring  of 
my  Lord  Bellasis's  pantin  and  so  causing  it  to  jump 
out  of  his  hand. 

As  Stone  looked  at  her  he  showed  his  lupine  fangs. 

"  The  Lady  Gladys  is  often  here,"  he  remarked 
dryly.     "  She  is  a  dear  friend  V 

"  I  like  her  to  be  near  me,"  rejoined  her  Grace 
quietly.  "  Whoever  marries  her  will  have  a  pattern 
wife.  It  is  time  she  should  marry.  Neithei  she 
nor  I  are  chickens." 
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"And  you  are  so  good  at  match-making  \"  said 
Mr.  Stone. 

The  Duchess  laughed.  This  mouse's  antics  were 
delightful  to  follow.     Silly  frolicking  mouse  ! 

"  Very  good  at  match-making/'  she  retorted,  u  as 
you  will  see.  The  wrong  men  generally  marry  the 
wrong  women;  hence  the  antipathy  which  obtains 
so  commonly  between  married  couples.  But  the 
right  man  shall  marry  her.  At  last  he  has  sum- 
moned courage  to  ask  her,  and  she  still  hesitates. 
Not  but  what  her  mind  is  made  up,  I  think  !" 

The  Duchess  looked  slyly  towards  the  sofa  and 
the  gambols  with  the  pantin.  Lord  Bellasis,  in  a 
prim,  speckless  uniform,  looked  very  happy — so  did 
Lady  Gladys. 

Stone  was  annoyed.  It  was  odd  enough  that 
the  first  husband  should  make  himself  so  much 
at  home  in  the  second  husband's  house.  But 
that  could  be  explained.  He  probably  disliked  his 
chains  as  much  as  did  his  wife.  She  had  broken 
them  long  ago  successfully ;  why  should  he  not  do 
the  same  ?  He  belonged  to  the  generation  which 
looked  on  wedlock  as  a  means  to  an  end  instead  of 
as  a  sacrament.  Was  it  his  fault  if  a  new  law 
intervened  which  rendered  the  severing  of  the  old 
tie  impracticable  ?  Let  the  new  generation  be  more 
cautious  in  its  movements.  It  behoved  the  old  one 
to  get  out  of  its  difficulties  as  it  could.  With  Lady 
Gladys  it  should  have  been  different.    She  seemed  a 
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high-bred,  sensitive  woman,,  yet  she  showed  herself 
as  unprincipled  as  were  the  rest ;  or  was  her  memory 
failing  her  ?  Was  she  herself  deceived,  or  a  con- 
summate schemer  ?  This  would  never  do,  Stone 
thought.  If  she  married  Lord  Bellasis  her  lips 
would  be  closed  for  ever,  for  her  husband's  sake  and 
her  own.  As  he  revolved  the  subject  he  perceived 
that  his  best  chance  of  overturning  this  Duchess,  who 
had  tricked  him,  lay  rather  in  confronting  her  some 
day  with  the  witnesses  of  her  mistake  than  in  making 
idle  search  after  a  paper  which  clearly  was  destroyed. 
Lady  Gladys  must  not  be  permitted  to  espouse  her 
love.  It  was  time  for  a  sweeping  stroke.  Perchance 
the  Duchess  would  have  been  less  bold  had  she  known 
of  the  presence  of  Lady  Gladys  at  that  ceremony 
long  ago.  There  was  to  her  knowledge  one  living 
witness  only,  who  was  kept  carefully  concealed  since 
Stone  had  shown  his  teeth.  So  all  appeared  safe. 
But  if  he  could  bring  those  two  witnesses  together, 
and  win  them  to  his  side,  much  might  be  accom- 
plished. By  carelessness  he  lost  his  first  great  oppor- 
tunity. The  second  should  not  be  cast  away.  He 
would  sound  Lady  Gladys.  Where  was  Deborah — 
where  ?     He  had  sought  for  her  in  vain. 

The  conversation  became  general  and  desultory 
as  new  beaux  came  and  went.  Her  Grace's  head 
grew  higher  and  more  wonderful.  Curl  rose  above 
curl,  feather  above  feather,  with  here  a  stratum  of 
dahlias,  there  a  row  of  brilliants.     Could  it  ever  be 
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finished  ?  It  was  like  a  tower  of  Babel.  Her 
secretaries'  pens  scratched  and  scribbled.  This 
order  to  the  country  steward  to  prepare  Tewkesbury 
Castle  for  a  sojourn;  that  order  to  his  Grace's 
purveyor  to  make  country  garments  for  the  Duke. 
Six  frocks,  twelve  waistcoats,  seven  new  pairs  of 
breeches,  three  spatterdashes. 

"  Dear  heart  \"  she  said.  "  These  foreigners 
think  we  have  nothing  to  do  in  England.  Here 
are  King  Frederick  and  Voltaire  who  long  to  see 
me  at  Berlin ;  here  is  the  Electress  of  Saxony,  my 
dear  old  friend,  who  will  send  a  regiment  to  escort 
me  to  her  capital.     I  should  like  to  see  her  again  \" 

"  And  you  are  going  V  asked  the  aged  Duke 
anxiously. 

"  And  leave  my  lord  behind?"  she  cried.  " No !  no  ! 
I  could  not  trust  him.  He  would  be  at  his  old  pranks  \" 

Tenderly  she  settled  his  pillows,  while  he  pressed 
her  hands  to  his  raddled  lips.  What  a  good  radiant 
angel  she  was  !  He  did  not  deserve  such  a  nurse 
for  his  old  age. 

"Well,  I  must  be  going/'  said  Lord  Bellasis, 
surrendering  his  pantin  to  Lady  Gladys.  "  By-the- 
bye,  a  word,  Duchess,  about  your  brother.  I  am 
vastly  interested  in  the  man,  for  he  saved  my  life  in 
Canada.  Moreover,  he  is  in  some  sort  under  my 
protection,"  pursued  my  lord  with  an  important 
air,  "  and  it  would  grieve  me  to  see  him  running  to 
the  dogs.     You  are  too  kind  to  him,  Duchess." 
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"  I  V  she  ejaculated  in  surprise.  "  I  give  hiin  an 
apartment  and  a  pair  of  horses.  Sure  a  sister  may 
do  that  for  her  only  living  kinsman  I" 

"And  inoney,  which  he  squanders.  He  was 
playing  faro  last  night  at  the  Lamb  and  Breeches — 
drinking  and  losing  terribly.  Do  not  encourage 
him  to  gamble." 

Her  Grace  answered  nothing,  but  was  lost  in 
reflection.  Her  brother  was  a  mystery  to  her;  a 
strange,  inscrutable,  contradictory  man.  Kind  to 
her  as  a  mother  to  an  infant.  Wild,  given  to  street 
brawling,  as  she  heard  from  time  to  time.  Could 
he  be  in  love  ?  She  knew  that  he  was  often  out  all 
night,  returning  in  the  morning  with  his  horse  in  a 
lather.  Once  when  with  Ashe  and  Ancaster  she 
was  mixing  bowls  of  punch  at  the  Feathers  by 
Cripplegate,  she  heard  ringing  hoofs  at  dawn,  and 
looking  out,  espied  her  brother  galloping  home- 
wards for  dear  life.  Money  !  She  never  gave  him 
money.  Until  her  high  marriage  it  was  quite  the 
other  way.  He  always  had  money.  His  luck  at  cards 
must  be  marvellous.  And  quite  proper  too.  Should 
there  not  be  some  equivalent  for  that  bend-sinister  ? 

"  Ah  me  \"  she  murmured,  "  if  our  lots  had  been 
reversed  I  should  have  died  under  the  stain  !" 

Her  reverie  was  interrupted  by  a  shrill  cry. 
Lady  Gladys  was  leaning  against  a  marble  statue 
with  strained  eyes  and  whitened  lips  as  though  she 
saw  a  ghost.     All  colour  was  gone  from  her  face,  so 


A  LEVEE  AT  TEWKESBURY  HOUSE.      295 


that  the  spot  of  rouge  which  usually  merged  iu  nice 
gradation  into  the  natural  pink  of  her  complexion 
stood  out  as  a  hard  garish  patch.  Her  Grace's  two 
maids  ceased  their  warbling,  the  coachman  put 
down  his  horn,  the  first  violin  dropped  his  instru- 
ment in  affright  and  stared  after  Lady  Gladys. 
Through  the  open  saloon  Mr.  Stone  was  walking  to 
the  stairs  j  staid,  tranquil  Mr.  Stone,  who  was  in 
nowise  like  a  spectre.  What  was  it  ?  Nothing. 
A  sudden  faintness.  The  maid  of  honour  would  go 
home,  she  said,  if  her  chair  were  brought  to  the 
stair-head.  She  felt  very  giddy  and  ill.  Her 
knees  trembled.  Perspiration  stood  upon  her  brow 
in  heavy  drops.  "Was  it  a  fever,  or  an  ague  ? 
Nothing  of  the  kind.  Overstrained  nerves,  no 
more.  The  Princess  Dowager's  temper  was  grow- 
ing impossible  to  bear  since  her  son  declined  to  see 
her,  and  Lord  Bute  met  with  daily  insult. 

"  Solitude  and  rest  will  set  you  right/'  her  Grace 
said  soothingly.  "You  will  say  yet:  to  that  old 
flame  of  yours,  will  you  not  ?  Kiss  me,  friend ;  and 
take  my  wishes  for  your  happiness." 

Lady  Gladys  shrank  from  her  hysterically — with 
a  harsh  peal  of  laughter.  Poor  thing  !  She  was 
indeed  over-wrought.  The  lid  was  lowered,  the 
staves  run  into  their  fittings.  The  sturdy  chairmen 
bore  their  burthen  swinging  across  the  paved  court- 
yard, where  many  another  gilded  sedan  was  waiting, 
away  over  the  fields  to  the  Princess's  new  abode  of 
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Carlton  House,,  close  to  the  Mall.  Lady  Gladys 
sat  in  her  chair  as  one  struck  blind.  Her  eyeballs 
seemed  starting  red-hot  from  their  sockets ;  yet  she 
saw  nothing.  Fields,  houses,  lanes,  streets,  lamps 
swaying  on  ropes,  signs  creaking  on  bars,  flitted  by 
in  fantastic  blurred  procession.  Clasping  her  fingers 
tightly  over  her  face  she  moaned  as  one  stricken 
unto  death. 

(C  Then  it  was  no  mirage  I"  she  wailed.  "  It  was 
all  true.  That  dreadful  thing  took  place.  Hope 
has  lulled  my  senses  to  sleep.  They  have  all 
deceived  me — all !  Even  he — even  he — is  wicked. 
A  wicked  man  and  a  most  wicked  woman.  What 
do  they  mean  by  uniting  to  deceive  me  ?  Alas, 
alas  !  my  life  is  blasted." 

What  was  it  which  caused  the  maid  of  honour  to 
pour  forth  these  incoherent  words  of  despair  ? 

Mr.  Stone,  on  taking  his  leave,  had  simply  said 
as  he  bent  over  her  hand  : 

"Permit  an  humble  individual  to  congratulate 
your  ladyship  on  your  approaching  union  with  Lord 
Bella-sis.  Will  it  take  place  by  night  ?  And  will  a 
parson  wear  a  candle  in  his  hat  V3 

The  Duchess  was  sorry  that  the  woman  she  knew 
since  girlhood  should  prove  to  have  so  bad  a 
digestion,  while  her  own  left  nothing  to  desire.  Of 
course  it  was  her  breakfast  that  disagreed  with  her. 
Princess's  temper  indeed  !  Fiddlefaddle  !  Had 
not  both  of  them  borne  its  vagaries  during  long 
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years  ?  Had  they  not  bobbed  together  on  a  stool 
of  repentance  opposite  their  mistress,  season  after 
season,  through  the  ruts  to  Bath  ?  Had  they  not 
frequently  been  overturned  together,  scrambling  up 
half  asleep  out  of  the  mud  while  the  Princess 
screeched  out  of  the  coach  window  lest  the  grey- 
houud  given  by  Lord  Bute  should  have  its  leg 
broken,  oblivious  of  the  contingency  of  broken 
maids  of  honour's  legs  ?  Had  they  not  always 
picked  themselves  up  somehow,  laughing  at  the 
ill-temper  of  her  Highness,  running  a  casual  pin 
sometimes  into  the  dozing  dog  that  its  yelps  might 
rouse  their  mistress  from  her  snores  ?  And  now 
she  pretended  that  Jezebel's  temper  acted  on  her 
nerves.  Pooh  !  Her  morning  draught  of  beer  in 
bed  had  proved  over-heavy  for  her  stomach.  As  the 
French  friseur  finished  off  the  tower  of  Babel,  turning 
out  his  patroness  as  the  most  amazing  of  spectacles, 
she  resolved  that  Lady  Gladys  should  go  to  Islington 
to  drink  the  waters  lest  she  should  be  vapourish  at 
her  wedding.  More  than  this,  she  determined  to 
lend  a  convoy  of  her  own  henchmen,  for  the  Islington 
road  was  very  dark  and  solitary,  and  in  those  days 
locomotion  was  more  dangerous  than  now,  what 
with  highwaymen  and  footpads  and  Pittite  or 
Wilkite  mobs. 

The  final  bow  of  the  hair-dresser  was  always  a 
signal  for  the  levee  to  break  up.  Beaux  and  belles 
were  picking  up  their  hats  and  cardinals  preparatory 
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to  seeking  out  their  vehicles  below,,  when  a  noise  of 
gabbling  upon  the  stairs  announced  that  something 
new  was  at  hand.  The  political  bat  fussed  through 
the  saloon  in  apricot  and  silver  with  his  hat  over  his 
brows,  knocking  poor  Miss  Bate,  the  parson's 
daughter,  into  the  footman's  arms  in  the  middle  of 
her  last  roulade.  A  tall  figure  in  a  muddy  riding- 
cloak  strode  after  him.  The  old  Duke  turned  with 
indignation  in  his  seat.  Was  this  the  way  to  offer 
homage  to  the  premiere  Duchesse  of  the  realm — on 
her  own  ground  too ;  in  her  holiest  of  holies  ? 

George  Grenville,  beaming  with  the  petty  import- 
ance of  his  doll's  position;  behind,  the  puller  of  the 
puppet's  strings,  Lord  Bute,  disguised.  Lord  Bute 
was  less  distended,  thanks  to  diurnal  dead  cats  and 
eggs,  than  in  the  blown-out  frog-days.  But  like  a 
skilled  actor  he  merely  changed  his  role.  Instead  of 
the  pompous  chest-inflated  aspect  of  a  conquering* 
Caesar  with  flat  firm -planted  foot  and  chin  in  air,  he 
wore  a  half-drooping  aspect  with  trailing  feet  and  a 
humble  smile  of  contented  martyrdom.  There  was 
a  heaven-born  sadness  in  his  eye  (the  one  which  the 
kitten  at  Guildhall  had  not  temporarily  closed) ;  a 
superb  sorrow  in  his  bearing.  Indeed,  the  Princess 
dowager,  to  whose  arms  he  now  clandestinely  return- 
ed under  cover  of  twilight  and  a  red  wig,  declared 
that  like  all  fine  natures  adversity  became  him  better 
than  success.  He  was  the  ill-used  one,  the  vilified, 
too   good  for  his  nation  and  his  period.     He  was 
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content  to  bear  his  sorrows  rnildly ;  in  fact,  in  many- 
ways  he  was  better  off  than  before;  for  the  King 
still  loved  and  trusted  him,  the  Princess  lifted  up 
her  voice  and  wept  over  him,  and  he  ruled  the 
cabinet  supremely  through  his  Majesty,  while 
Grenville  for  the  future,  as  ostensible  premier, 
was  to  be  the  mark  for  cats  and  dogs,  the  bull's-eye 
for  decayed  eggs  to  burst  upou. 

Both  were  in  a  passion ;  both  cackled  like  frantic 
turkeys  as  they  came  forward.  Lord  Bute  looked 
so  strange  with  a  red  bob  festooned  over  his  closed 
eye,  G-eorge  Grenville  looked  so  like  a  waddling  bat 
in  apricot,  that  she  received  the  pair  with  a  burst  of 
merriment  which  somewhat  disconcerted  them. 

"It  is  disgraceful  \"  cried  my  Lord  Bute  with  a 
slouch  of  his  body  to  denote  suffering.  "  Oh  !  that 
I  should  live  to  hear  my  King  so  libelled  !  My 
unhappy  sovereign,  whose  people  are  such  cut- 
throats, that  to  show  himself  were  suicide.  Oh  ! 
my  country \" 

His  lordship's  rhapsody  was  cut  short  by  blunt 
Georg*e  Grenville. 

"Look  at  this,  madam,"  he  cried.  "The  new 
number  of  that  foul  defamer's  scurrilous  print.  The 
North  Briton.  Nor  age,  nor  infancy,  nor  the  sex 
whose  weakness  should  be  its  security,  can  escape 
this  ruffian's  lash  !  His  ablest  talents  are  those  of 
calumny  and  defamation,  varied  by  a  petulance  the 
herd  take  for  wit !" 
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"  Mr.  Wilkes  again  V  laughed  her  Grace. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Wilkes  again/'  retorted  Grenville 
with  a  bosom  so  swollen  by  injured  dignity  as  to 
remind  her  of  the  frog-days.  "But  Mr.  Wilkes, 
madam,  has  signed  his  own  death-warrant.  He 
has  gone  too  far.  He  has  traduced  his  King  in  his 
vulgar  paper  j  held  him  up  to  obloquy.  He  shall 
be  punished  for  High  Treason.  Mr.  Wilkes  shall 
be  shut  up,  kicked,  killed,  crushed,  swept  from  the 
earth.  His  dust  shall  be  scattered  to  the  winds. 
He  shall  be  imprisoned.  He  shall  be  held  up  as 
an  awful  example  to  future  ages  of  the  vengeance  of 
an  outraged  monarch  V 

Lord  Bute  looked  with  displeasure  at  his  puppet. 
He  was  daring  to  turn  polished  empty  periods  of  the 
kind  for  which  he  himself  had  once  been  applauded. 

" Enough,  Grenville/'  he  said  coldly.  "You 
weary  her  Grace  with  undue  violence.  Give  her 
the  paper.     Let  the  Duchess  judge  for  herself." 

"  Wilkes  is  a  devil  \"  bawled  Grenville.  "  No  !  I 
beg  the  devil's  pardon  for  comparing  him  to  Wilkes  !" 

As  she  read  she  was  forced  to  bite  her  lips  to 
conceal  her  mirth.  What  wit;  what  satire;  what 
slashing  cruel  scorn  !  How  true ;  how  aptly  put ! 
Mr.  Wilkes  was  a  very  clever  man. 

"  It  does  not  attack  his  Majesty,"  she  remarked. 
' '  It  lays  every  evil  on  the  shoulders  of  the  ministry. 
Surely  when  a  man  stands  on  a  pillory  he  must 
expect  foul  missiles  to  be  hurled  at  him  !     If  you 


let  people  see  that  liis  barbs  rankle,  they  will  say, 
( Look  how  they  wince  !  'Tis  because  every  charge 
is  true.''  Trust  to  a  woman,  gentlemen ;  and  toss 
this  forty-fifth  number  in  the  fire." 

"  He  is  a  vile  profligate,  an  abandoned  blasphemer 
of  his  King  !"  shouted  Grenville.  "  Come  what 
may  of  it,  we  will  make  an  example  of  him.  A 
man  who  persistently  violates  every  duty,  public 
and  private,  social  and  domestic,  is  no  fit  leader  for 
a  fickle  populace.  It  is  like  laying  a  match  beside 
gunpowder.  He  must  be  crushed,  and  he  shall  be 
crushed,  before  he  blows  us  all  up." 

"  Take  care  \"  warned  her  Grace,  shaking  her 
head  with  rippling  fun  (she  clearly  perceived  that 
the  anger  of  both  gentlemen  was  strictly  selfish), 
"  lest  your  own  rashness  set  fire  to  that  match  !  If 
you  make  a  victim  of  him,  carrying  him  in  procession 
like  one  about  to  suffer  at  the  stake — think  how  you 
strengthen  his  hand  !  A  mob  loves  to  console  a 
victim.  Not  always  though,"  she  said,  correcting 
herself.  "  Our  poor  Lord  Bute  here  is  a  complete 
edition  of  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs  bound  in  dirty 
cloth.  Leave  Wilkes  alone  or  you  will  rue  it.  That 
is  my  advice." 

"  But  this  vulgar  onslaught  upon  his  Majesty  and 
myself  in  No.  45  is  far  from  all !"  bawled  Grenville 
again.  u  Look  at  this  dedication  of  a  tragedy  to 
my  lord !  Wilkes  writ  it,  I  know.  What  more 
insulting,    what    more    dangerous  ?       See !    he    is 
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openly  compared  to  Mortimer,  the  minion  of  a 
former  queen.  c  Edward  III./  it  says,  '  was  kept 
in  slavery  by  his  mother  and  her  minister,  who 
excluded  the  highest  nobles  from  his  presence. 
The  Scotch '  (in  those  days  our  cruellest  foes  instead 
of  as  now  our  friends)  'were  beaten.  They  might 
have  been  forced  to  accept  any  terms,  but  Mortimer 
from  personal  motives  hastily  concluded  an  igno- 
minious peace  whereby  were  sacrificed  all  the  glories 
of  a  war/  " 

My  Lord  Bute  groaned — and  his  puppet  pro- 
ceeded. - 

" '  This  play  should  be  dedicated  to  your  lordship 
in  your  capacity  of  actor,  for  who  hath  not  seen  your 
amiable  art  exhibited  in  the  royal  theatricals  ?  You 
were  perfect,  my  lord,  specially  in  that  scene  of 
Hamlet,  wherein  you  pour  fatal  poison  into  the  ear 
of  an  unsuspecting  king.  As  an  actor  you  are  un- 
rivalled, as  is  only  just  when  it  is  considered  that 
while  Mr,  Pitt  and  others  were  occupied  with  the 
national  business  of  Parliament,  you  were  treading 
a  private  stage  in  the  buskin  of  pompous  tragedy  ; 
with  what  success  I  record  with  pleasure.  Mr.  Pitt 
is  now  in  a  private  station.  You  exclusively  enjoy 
the  smiles  of  your  sovereign,  whilst  he  hath  only  the 
empty  applause  of  hi's  countrymen/  " 

"  Enough,  enough !  Hold  your  peace,  Gren- 
ville  \"  groaned  my  lord,  endeavouring  to  snatch 
both  newspaper  and  dedication. 
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But  the  Duchess  foiled  his  design,  and  stalked  up 
and  down  the  room,  declaiming  between  shouts  of 
laughter,  "  '  I  offer  a  tragedy,  my  lord,  the  most 
sonorous  poem  to  the  most  stilted  of  men.  The 
sock  of  easy  comedy  fits  not  your  lordship ;  for  wit 
is  an  ignis  fatuus  which  bewilders  and  leads  us 
astray — the  primrose  path  which  leads  to  folly/ 

"  This  Wilkes  is  a  very  clever  fellow,"  approved 
her  Grace,  pausing  for  breath.  "  What  is  this  ?  '  On 
your  lordship's  accession  you  found  us  a  distracted 
nation.  The  abandoned  minister  of  the  people,  Mr. 
Pitt,  wickedly  extended  every  art  of  corruption 
through  all  ranks  of  men.  You  rose,  my  lord,  and 
corruption  started  like  a  guilty  thing — especially 
when  you  turned  for  advice  to  my  Lord  Holland/  " 

"  Enough,  sweet  Duchess,  enough  ["  cried  Bute, 
with  sorrow  artistically  mingled  with  his  wrath. 
"  Why  will  this-  wretch  shower  filth  at  me  ?  He 
might  have  respected  my  failing  health  V3 

The  Scotch  Earl  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  but,  finding 
no  sympathy  for  his  sorrows,  proceeded  to  the  object 
of  his  visit. 

u  We  came,"  he  said,  "  to  ask  about  your  Grace's 
brother,  whose  lodgings  are,  we  are  told,  at  the  back 
of  this  your  palace.  His  comings-in  and  goings-out 
are  full  of  mystery.  He  is  a  close  friend  (which 
being  a  bastard  is  not  so  shocking  as  it  appears)  of 
my  chief  equerry.  That  useful  person  has  picked 
up  knowledge    relating  to   the   doings    of    Colonel 
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Wilkes  (oli  !  that  the  rascal  should  be  a  Colonel 
even  of  militia  !)  which  will  be  useful  to  us  in  our 
prosecution  of  him.  But  in  dealing  with  such  a 
man  we  must  be  well-armed.  Does  your  brother  also 
know  anything  of  Wilkes,  or  could  he  be  induced 
to  find  out  something  ?     May  he  be  questioned  V 

<(  My  brother,  my  lord,"  responded  her  Grace 
with  hauteur,  ""is  at  least  Lord  Gowering's  son,  and 
no  informer." 

"  Then  we  must  do  without  him,"  returned  my 
Lord  Bute  shortly.  "  It  hath  become  needful  in 
self-defence  to  stir  up  the  cesspool  of  that  sham 
patriot's  private  life.  And  something  damning  we 
will  find  out  by  hook  or  crook." 

Carefully  adjusting  his  disguise  with  the  carroty 
bob  well  cocked  over  the  kitten- stricken  eye,  Lord 
Bute  departed  with  his  puppet  as  he  came,  in  a 
close  hackney-coach  with  both  blinds  drawn  down. 

"  My  brother,  always  my  brother  !"  pondered  the 
Duchess,  gazing  dreamily  out  upon  her  gardens 
which  stretched  below  in  square-toed  magnificence 
of  formal  lawn  and  fountain.  ' c  Jasper  conceals  some- 
thing from  me.     What  is  it  ?     I  will  question  him." 

The  old  Duke  looked  fondly  at  her  suave  figure 
and  monumental  head,  as  she  stood  against  the 
light  with  her  hands  folded.  What  a  bust,  a  neck, 
a  profile  !  Surely  nature's  masterpiece.  Then  his 
brow  clouded  as  he  marked  her  pose.  It  was  the 
same   as   that   of   the   fine   statue   of   her   by   Mr. 
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Nollekens  which  graced  the  grand  hall  at  the 
stair-foot — a  fancy  of  the  Duke's  which  he  now 
regretted. 

On  a  black  plinth  in  the  grand  hall  she  stood 
carved  in  white  marble  as  Zenobia,  Queen  of  the 
East.  So  far  the  parable  was  well  enough.  For 
Zenobia  ruled  over  Palmyra  and  Egypt  with  des- 
potic sway,  and  was  moreover  so  much  of  an  Amazon 
as  to  appear  at  the  head  of  her  troops  clad  in  martial 
attire.  So  far  the  Arabian  Princess  seemed  a  pro- 
totype of  his  dear  Duchess,  and  it  pleased  him  to 
have  her  fancifully  sculptured  in  the  imperial  garb. 
But  here  the  madcap  Duchess's  own  singular  whim 
stepped  in. 

"  Zenobia  be  it/'  she  said.  "  I  promise  to  look 
every  inch  a  queen,  but  as  a  motive  I  will  choose 
not  the  days  of  barbaric  splendour,  but  those  later 
times  when  she  marched  in  chains  at  the  triumph  of 
a  Roman  conqueror." 

And  so  the  statue  was  carved,  looking  sadly  out- 
ward as  though  peering  into  a  murky  future,  its 
clasped  hands  weighed  down  with  chains,  a  curl  of 
scorn  upon  its  lips ;  and  the  Duke  took  such  a  dis- 
like to  it  that  he  frequently  crawled  up  the  dark 
private  winding  flight,  which  led  to  her  Grace's 
boudoir,  rather  than  face  the  grim  forerunner  of 
evil  which  glared  at  him  by  the  great  staircase. 
Once  he  ordered  the  statue  to  be  pulled  down — an 
order  which  she  instantly  countermanded. 

vol.  11.  Jfl 
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"  It  pleases  me  to  stand  thus  before  the  world  in 
chains,"  she  said,  and  then  added  with  that  silvery- 
laugh  which  he  never  could  resist,  "  Why  should  it 
appear  to  you  as  a  bad  omen  ?  Am  I  not  indeed  a 
captive — spoil  of  my  dear  lord's  sword  and  spear  V9 

Therefore  the  statue  kept  its  place ;  but  the  Duke 
did  not  like  to  see  her  assuming  its  attitude. 

"  Grizel,  my  darling  \"  he  murmured,  drumming 
with  withered  fingers  on  his  chair-rail,  "  come  to 
me." 

A  thrill  passed  over  his  wife  as  she  looked  closely 
at  her  husband ;  for  there  was  a  faded  appearance 
about  him  mingled  with  intense  subdued  tone  such 
as  we  mark  in  the  gloaming — a  sense  of  twilight 
wedded  to  minor  music  which  she  did  not  care  to 
see.  When  you  contemplate  a  person  every  day 
changes  creep  over  him  which  custom  forbids  you 
to  detect.  A  middle-aged  friend  becomes  of  a 
sudden,  to  your  terror,  quite  an  old  man  or  woman. 
You  upbraid  yourself  for  want  of  affection,  for  surely 
your  love  should  have  observed  the  waning.  Not 
so.  Each  crow  puts  down  his  claw  so  softly 
(regretfully  maybe)  ere  he  flits  his  solemn  flight 
over  the  Styx,  that  a  whole  legion  comes  and  goes 
before  you  are  aware  of  the  rustle  of  a  wing  ! 

"  Yes — Duke — what  would  you.  have  with  me  V3 
she  asked,  laying  a  cool  hand  upon  his  forehead. 

"  My  flame  grows  feeble,  Grizel,  and  may  flicker 
out  without  warning.     No,  dearest,  you  must  not 
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shake  your  head.  Whenever  my  time  comes,  be  it 
now  or  twenty  years  hence,  remember  that  I  told 
you  this.  For  years  I  waited  for  you,  hoping 
against  hope ;  half  glad  each  time  that  you  refused 
me;  for  I  knew  my  disfigured  past  to  be  unworthy 
of  your  pure  one.  It  is  hard  to  bind  spring  to 
winter,  is'  it  not  ?  For  the  first  should  start, 
phcenix-like,  from  the  second's  ashes.  To  shackle 
the  two  together  is  to  offend  nature.  I  waited.  Of 
your  own  free  will  you  took  the  man  who  might 
have  been  your  grandfather,  and  since  then  my  life 
has  been  a  glimpse  of  Heaven — the  only  one  maybe 
which  a  sodden  hoary  sinner,  such  as  I,  may  ever 
enjoy.  You  have  made  the  days  of  my  decay  more 
golden  than  my  youth.  God  bless  you,  my  Grizel, 
when  Pm  gone." 

His  wife's  eyes  were  dimmed  j  for  it  sounded 
strange  to  her  to  hear  herself  blessed.  That  she, 
who,  goaded  by  wrong,  deliberately  donned  the 
armour  of  Satan,  should  be  thanked  for  the 
shimmer  of  celestial  wings,  was  odd.  She  must 
have  served  her  master  badly.  With  her  wondrous 
beauty,  and  thunderous  recklessness,  what  might 
not  she  have  done  who  boasted  of  not  caring  for  the 
world's  opinion  ?  She  might  have  sallied  out  with 
malice  for  a  spear,  and  worldly-knowledge  for  a 
buckler,  and  have  slain  cohorts  like  warring  Athena, 
or  like  Circe  have  lured  heroes  to  destruction.  What 
would  the  other  general  say  whose  armies  wore  white 
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samite  ?  She  might  have  gone  down  to  posterity  as 
an  awful  siren,  a  pitiless  harpy,  whose  touch  was 
death,  whose  breath  a  scorching  fire.  Instead  of 
which  she  had  cried  out  a  great  deal,  promised 
Satan  much,  performed  many  sinful  petty  dab- 
blings,  waded  ankle-deep  in  puddles ;  and  after  all, 
on  the  very  first  glow  of  genial  warmth,  had  become 
a  miserable  recreant,  a  dutiful  nurse  to  an  ancient 
sinner  in  his  dotage  !  As  a  fallen  angel  she  was  a 
failure,  despite  her  advantages,  and  was  mean  enough 
vaguely  to  be  rather  glad  of  it.  A  woman  who  finds 
herself  allied  early  in  life  to  a  man  of  fitting  age  to 
direct  her  steps,  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  pursue 
her  inglorious  way,  ambling  like  a  housewife  on  her 
pad.  She  falls  into  her  proper  groove.  If  un- 
certain about  her  conduct  she  looks  up  trustingly, 
the  wise  finger  points ;  she  moves  calmly  onward. 
But  what  is  to  be  said  about  a  woman  who,  full  of 
bounding  life  and  energy,  conscious  of  the  posses- 
sion of  rare  gifts,  perfectly  innocent  and  pure,  finds 
herself  upon  the  threshold  of  her  life  betrayed,  ship- 
wrecked, undone  by  those  to  whom  she  clung  for 
guidance  ?  All  that  is  good  within  her  turns  acid. 
She  promises  herself  to  be  a  Medusa  turning  men 
to  stone.  No  doubt  she  will  carry  out  her  resolve 
if  she  be  consistent.  But  happily  perhaps  no 
woman  on  earth  or  man  born  of  woman  is  consistent. 
Human  nature  breaks  down  in  full  career,  stopped 
by  a  straw,  while  but  now  it  leaped  a  six-foot  barrier. 
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It  is  so  complex  in  its  structure  that  it  starts  boldly 
on  an  errand,  and  by  the  time  the  goal  should  have 
been  reached  has  become  so  entangled  in  a  maze  as 
to  turn  up  at  last  five  hundred  miles  from  where  it 
wished  to  go. 

Lady  Grizel  took  the  oaths  as  an  apprentice-fury. 
To  her  surprise  she  found  herself  an  old  man's  hum- 
drum nurse.  It  is  a  perplexing  world.  She  kissed  the 
old  man,  and  marvelled  at  herself.  His  words  poured 
comfort  into  her  soul.  The  wounds  were  cicatrised. 
Would  they  ever  break  out  again  ?  It  seemed  im- 
probable; for  thick- strewn  rose-leaves  padded  the 
thorns  upon  her  path.  She  felt  calm  and  strangely 
happy.  Yet  the  Duke's  fading  aspect  filled  her 
with  dread.  Tush  !  Invalids  live  down  hosts  of 
healthy  people.  Strange  !  Was  she  deceiving 
herself  after  all — was  her  original  kindly  self 
(sealed  under  a  "slab  so  long  ago)  warming  into  life 
again — or  did  these  lovely  flowers  she  was  con- 
templating grow  by  accident  on  the  edge  of  the 
abyss  ?  She  was  bewildered  at  her  mental  state, 
for  she  really  could  not  tell,  and  began  to  wonder  if 
she  had  correctly  fathomed  the  recesses  of  her  own 
complex  nature. 

"  My  love,"  his  Grace  proceeded,  et  I  should  ill 
requite  your  goodness  to  me  if  I  did  not  think  of 
your  interests.  The  title  lapses  after  me,  so 
Meadows  cannot  have  it — curse  him !  And  he 
shall  have  no  money  either,  for  he  has  looked  for 
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my  shoes  these  thirty  years.  Order  rny  own  chair. 
I  will  go  to  Lincoln's  Inn  and  make  my  will. 
Talking  of  shoes  I  will  put  on  my  boots,  for  I  hear 
that  villain  Scratchpole  is  abroad  again,  who  well- 
nigh  killed  me  with  a  cold  when  he  tossed  my  shoes 
into  the  thicket  on  the  way  to  Fulhani.  That  was 
the  night  you  promised  to  be  mine,  Grizel.  I  have 
cause  to  remember  it  I" 

The  Duchess  peremptorily  commanded  her  old 
man  to  take  his  usual  walk  in  his  gardens,  and  send 
for  his  lawyer  to  attend  him.  But  he  would  not. 
Indeed,  with  the  whimsical  contrariety  which  dis- 
tinguishes our  species,  he  was  rather  angry  with  his 
Duchess  for  seeming  to  hint  that  he  could  not  endure 
a  journey  of  a  mile  or  so.  True.  Of  late  she  always- 
went  to  her  parties  by  herself,  whilst  he  lay  snoozing 
in  his  cosy  chamber.  But  that  was  no  reason  for 
shelving  him  altogether  !  He  would  go  himself,  to 
show  that  he  was  not  yet  moribund.  So  her  Grace 
danced  gaily  round  his  chair  till  the  Tower  of  Babel 
nearly  fell  down,  as  an  incantation  for  his  safe  return,, 
then  went  to  investigate  Lady  Gladys's  vapours 
and  lecture  her  about  accepting  Bellasis,  more  satis- 
fied with  herself  upon  the  whole  as  a  moral  failure 
than  as  a  fashionable  success. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


COLLECTORS    OX    THE    HIGHWAY. 


IX  men  sat  without  the  inug-house  which 
stands  at  the  Blooinsbury  cross-road — 
the  road  we  all  wot  of,  which  at  this 
point  diverges  into  four  umbrageous 
alleys  leading  severally  to  Mary  le  Bone,  Blooms- 
bury,  and  the  villages  of  Pancras  and  Islington. 
The  last  one  has  been  called  for  generations 
u  Thornhaugh  Ways,"  in  consideration  of  the 
numerous  pink  and  white  thorns  which  dot  the 
fields  on  either  side  as  far  as  the  Angel.  This 
mug-house  occupies  a  dreary  spot,  for  the  other 
three  roads  are  bounded  on  each  side  by  a  wet  ditch 
and  quickset  hedge,  beyond  which  stretches  a  gorse- 
girt  expanse,  with  here  and  there  at  long  intervals 
a  windmill  or  farmhouse.  The  Mary  le  Bone  Road 
is  straight  and  wide,  but  striped  like  bacon  with 
broad   ruts    and    puddles    and    masses    of     fagots, 
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which,  although  tossed  down  to  be  placed  later 
in  the  holes,  are  left  there  still  further  to  impede 
by  rotting  the  already  uneven  thoroughfare.  Run- 
ning footmen  take  the  trouble  sometimes  to  lift  the 
heaps  aside,  lest  peradventure  in  the  dark  they 
might  come  to  be  tripped  up  thereby,  as  they  run 
swiftly ;  but  somehow  the  bundles  of  chopped  wood 
speedily  re-appear  again  in  the  most  awkward 
places,  coaxed  thither  possibly  by  those  whose  in- 
terest it  is  for  coaches  to  move  at  a  slow  pace. 

Up  to  this  cross-road  the  way  from  Bloomsbury 
is  almost  town,  being  sparsely  decked  with  dwellings 
on  either  side,  but  beyond  it,  northward,  lies  a 
howling  wilderness,  undercoverted  by  bramble  and 
brushwood,  a  comfortable  lurking-place  for  male- 
factors pursued  by  justice.  If  we  sit  down  beside 
the  men  lounging  on  the  mug-house  bench,  we  can 
discern  half  a  mile  to  westward  on  the  Mary  le  Bone 
road,  the  long  wall  of  Tewkesbury  Gardens,  with 
the  grand  old  mansion  rising  out  of  it,  the  swinging 
lamps  on  ropes  across  the  way,  kept  always  bright 
and  clear  at  this  point  by  the  care  of  the  gate- 
porter  of  Tewkesbury  House.  We  can  also  see 
down  the  Bloomsbury  Road  southward — not  far 
though,  for  its  course  is  serpentine  and  shaded  by 
overhanging  chestnut  trees. 

The  six  men  are  telling  stories  in  the  twilight 
over  their  pipes  and  tankards ;  stories  told  in  an 
undertone  lest  the  housewife  within   should  over- 
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liear ;  for,  reckless  as  they  are,  they  liave  no  desire 
to  visit  Tyburn  before  their  appointed  time.  By  a 
neighing  and  champing'  behind  the  mug-house  we 
can  tell  that  they  are  horsemen,  which  indeed  we 
might  have  perceived  by  their  boots  and  cloaks  but 
for  the  waning  light.  Now  we  look  more  closely, 
one  or  two  are  incongruously  attired,  for  to  a 
citizen's  surtout  and  plain  three-cornered  hat  are 
allied  canary  breeches  adorned  with  the  Bute 
cognizance.  One  of  them  pleats  down  his  long  soft 
spatterdash  to  rub  his  leg.  Yes,  evidently  a  foot- 
man's livery,  breeches  and  cotton  stockings,  while 
his  body  is  encased  in  a  handsome  broadcloth 
riding-frock.  Yet  his  face  is  not  like  a  footman's 
face,  nor  a  smug  cit's  neither.  It  is  broad  and  flat 
and  broken-nosed.  He  wears  a  brown  nightcap 
wig  instead  of  powder.  Altogether  he  is  an  incon- 
gruously dressed  gentleman,  for  out  of  one  pocket 
peep  a  pair  of  brass-bound  pistols,  out  of  another 
a  silken  vizard. 

"  He  stopped  Mr.  Brower,  the  printer,"  he  was 
saying  between  whiffs,  "who  recognised  him  by 
his  voice  for  a  tradesman  in  the  city.  e  What  ! 
Taking  to  the  footpad,  Kean  V  says  he.  '  My  God  ! 
you  know  me/  answers  t'other  !  and  straightway 
clapping  his  pistol  to  his  own  head,  blows  out  his 
brains  !" 

"  So  he  milled  himself  to  his  long  lib,  the  silly 
fool !"  muttered  his  neighbour  disdainfully,  between 
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his  teeth.  "  When  I  was  out  alone  I  was  always 
genteel.  I  rode  up  to  a  coach  with  a  polite  bow, 
saying  that  being  heir  to  a  large  fortune,  I  would 
repay  what  I  eased  the  passengers  of  when  I  came 
into  my  estate.     Civility  breaks  no  bones  I" 

u  Don't  interrupt  Nimming  Ned  \"  cried  out  a 
third.  "  You  are  all  for  talking  at  once  !  He  was 
telling  us  how  he  took  to  our  profession.  Gro  on, 
lad  \» 

Nimming  Ned,  a  brawny  broad-shouldered  little 
fellow,  wearing  his  own  shock  hair,  took  a  drain 
from  his  tankard  and  cleared  his  throat. 

"  As  I  was  a-saying,  then,  madam  proved  to  be  a 
scold,  so  I  washed  away  my  sorrow  in  good  wine. 
She  sold  the  stuff  while  I  did  no  work ;  and  things 
went  from  bad  to  worse,  till  one  day  she  got  locked 
up  in  Whitechapel  Gaol.  Now's  my  time,  I  says, 
to  pluck  up  spirit  and  reform.  But  there's  no  re- 
forming without  money,  is  there  ?  so  one  evening, 
going  over  Clapham  Common,  I  overtook  a  gentle- 
man riding  softly,  to  whom,  knocking  him  unawares 
from  off  his  prad,  I  gave  such  an  unlucky  blow 
under  the  ear  that  he  never  spoke  again.  That  was 
werry  unfortnit.  But  being  done,  the  only  thing 
else  to  do  was  to  rifle  him.  I  took  forty  guineas 
and  a  gold  watch,  and  putting  one  of  the  deceased's 
feet  into  the  stirrup,  sent  the  prad  trotting,  who 
dragged  him  up  and  down  the  common  for  an  hour 
or  two  before  he  was  taken  up.     The  coroner  sat  on 
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Ms  body,  and  brought  in  that  death  was  caused  by 
falling  from  a  horse  by  accident,  though  truly  he 
had  lost  his  watch  and  money,  which  dropped  from 
his  breeches  by  the  position  he  was  in — head-down- 
wards— while  he  was  dragged  about  the  common. 
Thus  I  tasted  blood,  and  getting  sheer  off,  resolved 
to  try  again ;  and  committed  many  another  fact  un- 
caught,  varied  with  a  little  prize-fighting,  until  our 
good  friend  Sim  here  got  us  our  present  berth. 
A  good  berth,  too,  Grod  bless  him  !  for  my  Lord 
Bute  pays  well,  and  gives  us  lots  of  time  for  our 
amusements,  while  he  shuts  himself  up  with  that  old 
witch  the  King's  mother,  whom  the  devil  take  \" 

"  Hostess  !  another  tankard  of  burnt  wine/' 
shouted  Sim  Ames,  who,  divested  of  his  gaudy 
equerry's  livery,  looked  like  a  decent  lawyer's  clerk. 
"  Now,  gentlemen,  I  give  you  our  master — my  Lord 
Bute  !"  Solemnly  all  drank  the  toast,  for  as  his  own 
position  became  more  critical  their  work  of  protec- 
tion more  hazardous,  the  favourite  raised  the  wages 
of  his  bruisers,  distributing  besides  much  largesse. 
"  And  now  another  toast — the  new  minister,  Mr. 
Grenville  !  Bless  him  for  his  folly  !  for  by  his  new 
retrenchment  scheme  he  puts  down  the  train-band s, 
who  are  the  sworn  enemies  of  us  collectors.  We 
shall  have  it  all  our  own  way  now  !     Huzza  !" 

"And  now  yet  another  !"  bawled  Nimming  Ned. 
"  Here's  to  Scratchpole,  our  great  captain,  whose 
subtle  brain  is  as  nimble  to  conceive  as  our  hands 
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to  execute  !  I'd  cut  off  my  right  liaud  for  Scratch- 
pole,  that  I  would  !  I  love  the  dariug  fellow,  there, 
and  so  does  old  Haunah.  I  warrant  she'd  throw 
herself  into  the  Thames  to  serve  him  any  day,  mad 
as  she  is  \" 

"Ah!  she's  rare  sport  is  Hannah!"  laughed 
Ted  Barker,  the  ruffian  horsebreaker,  "  with  her 
starving  dogs  and  cats,  and  Bambridge  and  the 
rest.  It's  a  queer  conceit.  She  is  awful  mad 
surelie,  and  daily  madder  !  Now  Sot's  Hole  is  a 
proper  place  !  The  ingenuity  of  that  woman  is 
amazing.  Why  does  she  affect  collectors  so  ? 
She'll  take  any  man  to  her  heart  who  is  a  murderer 
or  highwayman.     Why,  I  wonder  V 

"  Oh  !  some  fancy  about  retaliating  on  the  world," 
returned  Sim  carelessly.  "  Much  the  same  idea  as 
makes  our  Scratchpole  such  a  perfect  chief.  Yes, 
Sot's  Hole's  improved,  I  must  say — a  complete 
fortress  of  precaution  now :  with  a  trap  handy, 
through  which  any  one  who  has  come  to  grief  may 
slide  to  the  river's  bottom  in  company  with  a  nice 
stone ;  secret  spouts  for  conveying  property  from 
floor  to  floor,  spring  panels,  false  floors  and  double 
ceilings.  A  vastly  pretty  piece  of  work  !  Aha  !  it 
makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  weirdly  she  danced 
on  it  when  the  trap  was  made  !  How  she  came 
cringing  up  to  me  and  whispered,  l  Send  Bam- 
bridge down  that  trap.  Let  me  see  it  done,  and 
I'll  help  you  to  much  gold.      For  I  can  do  it  !' 


COLLECTORS  ON  THE  HIGHWAY.  317 

Gold,  forsooth. !  She  hath  nought  but  what  we 
give  her.     It  is  funny  all  the  same  !" 

Hark  !  the  sound  of  a  pattering  footfall  among  the 
trees.  The  six  men  listened  eagerly  for  an  instant. 
A  foot-passenger.  Alone.  It  must  be  a  beggar  or 
the  watch.  Presently  a  burly  mueh-bemuffled 
figure  emerged  from  the  gloom,  a  handkerchief 
tied  over  his  flapped  hat,  a  staff  in  one  hand,  a 
lanthorn  in  the  other. 

"  Seven  o'clock  and  a  starlight  night  V  he 
quavered ;  and  was  pattering  off  to  the  left  down 
the  road  to  Mary  le  Bone  Gardens,  when  Sim  sang- 
out  to  him  to  stop. 

u  Honest  man  \"  he  cried,  "  drink  a  drain  with 
us.  Good  burnt  liquor.  Of  the  very  best,  I  pro- 
mise ye.  A  toast  !  A  toast  all  round.  Here's  to 
the  saviour  of  his  country — Mr.  Pitt  ?  No.  Here's 
Wilkes  and  Liberty  \" 

"Wilkes  and  Liberty  \"  rang  through  the  even- 
ing air  with  many  a  huzza.  The  birds  in  the  trees 
looked  out  from  under  their  wings,  then  slept 
again.  They  were  getting  accustomed  since  Mr. 
Pitt's  flitting  to  constant  shouts  of  "  Wilkes  and 
Liberty  !"  The  people  must  have  an  idol.  If  the 
golden  one  conceals  himself,  they  must  be  contented 
with  the  next  best,  who  is  very  fascinating  and 
shiny  of  aspect — quite  the  very  next  thing  to  genuine 
precious  metal. 

"  Wilkes  and  Liberty  !  thank  you,  honest  gentle- 
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men  \"  mumbled  the  ancient  watchman,  rubbing 
his  lips  with  a  duffil  coat-sleeve.  "  The  road  is  soli- 
tary to-night.  There  is  not  a  soul  down  Blooms- 
bury  Road.  A  fine  evening.  Wilkes  and 
Liberty  !" 

The  old  mau  pottered  away  while  the  mug- 
hostess  stared  over  the  window-blind.  A  strange 
company  she  had  got,  who  at  one  moment  sang  out 
for  Bute,  at  the  next  for  his  arch-enemy !  Their 
nags  were  fleet  animals,  well  groomed.  Perhaps 
they  were  no  better  than  they  should  be.  Deary 
me  !  Collectors  are  good  paymasters.  Their  busi- 
ness is  their  own.  It  is  ill  prying  into  others' 
affairs." 

"  I'm  not  sartin,  Sim,"  reflected  Nimming  Ned 
as  he  stroked  his  chin,  "  that  it's  proper  of  us  to 
drink  Wilkes  and  Liberty,  seeing  that  we  wear  my 
Lord  Bute's  colours.  If  so  be  it's  to  fright  him 
into  paying  more,  why,  then — perhaps — but  honour 
among  thieves,  you  know." 

"  Trust  to  me,"  retorted  Sim  ;  "  when  did  I  ever 
deceive  you  ?  Why,  man  alive  !  if  Colonel  Wilkes 
gets  the  upper  hand  there'll  be  a  rare  row  !  The 
people  against  the  King,  the  King  against  the 
people.  Houses  will  be  sacked  in  the  good  cause, 
throats  cut  on  principle.  What  finer  time  than 
that  for  the  collectors,  whichever  way  fortune 
turns  ?" 

"  All  very  well ;  but  what  does  Scratchpole  say?" 
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still  objected  Ned.     "  I'd  like  to  hear  if  Scratch- 
pole  holds  "by  Wilkes  and  Liberty." 

A  shade  of  annoyance  passed  over  Sim's  face. 
So  long  as  the  two  had  worked  simply  as  collectors, 
Sim  was  always  ready,  being  good-natured,  to  give 
way  to  Scratchpole' s  fancies.  But  it  was  rather 
hard,  after  having  set  his  own  band,  or  rather  my 
Lord  Bute's,  under  Scratchpole's  governance,  to 
abandon  all  vestiges  of  authority.  He  therefore 
replied  impatiently,  "  Scratchpole  !  of  course  he's 
for  riots,  if  not  a  dolt."  The  truth  was,  that  Sim 
had  cheerfully  accepted  Stone's  offer  (discussed  re- 
cently by  him  with  Wilkes)  to  be  paid  as  a  spy 
upon  Lord  Bute,  determining  at  the  same  time  to 
trim  his  sails  according  to  the  wind.  If  Bute  was 
to  be  entirely  overthrown,  it  would  be  pleasing  to 
be  able  quietly  to  walk  into  office  in  the  opposite 
camp.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  Wilkes  showed  signs 
of  going  to  the  wall,  it  might  be  prudent  to  divulge 
such  secrets  as  he  picked  up  to  his  earlier  patron. 
Sim  was  always  true  to  his  colours,  for  he  professed 
openly  to  be  ruled  by  self-interest,  whereas  Jasper 
was  so  odd,  was  seized  with  such  crotchets,  was  at 
one  time  so  implacable,  at  another  so  easily  moved 
to  mercy,  that  his  lieutenant  kept  the  Wilkes-offer, 
with  its  attendant  emoluments,  quite  to  himself. 
Indeed,  he  dared  not  let  Scratchpole  into  the  plot, 
lest  he  might  suddenly  be  swayed  by  a  whimsical 
fit  of  virtue  and  spoil  all.     With  his  singular  code 
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of  honour,  he  might  think  it  unworthy  of  a  gentle- 
man to  hoodwink  two  employers.  Gentlemen  hold 
strange  views,  especially  such  as  are  in  enjoyment 
of  a  bend- sinister.  Thank  goodness,  he,  Sim,  was 
no  gentleman.  He  was  merely  the  accidental  off- 
spring of  Parson  Ames,  a  sodden,  drunken  old 
Fleet  clergyman. 

More  wine  was  called  for.  The  evening  was 
growing  chilly.  Marjoram,  a  generally  noisy 
member  of  the  gang,  had  not  spoken  for  hours. 
Now  he  laid  his  head  upon  the  table  and 
grunted. 

"  Come;  come !"  Sim  said  angrily;  "no  illness 
here  !  You  have  not  recovered  last  night's  carouse. 
It  is  a  rule,  as  you  know,  that  no  member  comes 
out  till  sweet  from  his  debauch.  A  good  rule  !  an 
admirable  rule  !  For  he  who  is  half  seas  over  is 
easily  caught ;  and  what's  to  prevent  his  peaching 
on  his  pals  Vs 

"  I'm  not  drunk.  Only  ill,"  returned  Marjoram 
meekly.  "  I  will  go  within.  An  emetic  will  set 
me  as  straight  as  a  trivet.  I  swallowed  three  ruby 
rings  this  morning  in  the  greased  skin  of  a  duck's 
leg.  The  train-band  was  on  my  track;  there  was 
no  time  for  hiding  them.  I  thought  they  would 
keep  till  nightfall,  but  they  won't." 

Marjoram  had  no  sooner  reproduced  his  jewelry, 
and  placed  himself  in  the  condition  of  the  proverbial 
trivet,  than  a  small  shrivelled  lad  came  speeding 
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towards  the  mug-house  with  a  half- extinguished 
link  in  his  grimy  fist. 

"  Hist  !  hist  \"  he  whispered  rapidly.  "  A  chair  ! 
Such  a  one-er  !  all  covered  with  gold  and  coats-of- 
arms  !     Coming  from  Bedford  Square  slowly." 

"  A  chair  !  Hackney  bearers  or  private  V  re- 
turned Sim  as  rapidly,  whilst  he  arranged  a  new 
flint  to  his  pistol.  "  Private  ?  Damn  them.  Public 
bearers  are  the  ones  for  me,  for  they  take  a  hint  as 
easy  as  a  blind  mare.  Four  footmen  with  torches  ! 
Phew  !  The  rider  must  be  precious.  Prime,  lads  ! 
There  may  be  a  struggle  for  it.  Boy,  here  is  a  new 
farthing  for  your  trouble." 

The  chair  moved  swaying,  swinging,  to  the  heavy 
tramp  of  its  gorgeously-accoutred  carriers.  It 
looked  like  a  queen  firefly  attended  by  her  maids, 
as  it  seemed  to  flutter,  a  bright  gilt  speck,  in  the 
obscurity.  Sim  and  his  band,  each  with  a  vizard  on 
his  face,  ensconced  themselves  behind  trees  ready 
for  a  dash,  while  the  mug-hostess,  sniffing  what  was 
forward,  crept  into  her  bed,  pretending  to  be  asleep. 
If  the  collectors  were  successful  they  would  be 
certain  to  call  to  her  for  drink,  and  she  would  claim 
a  just  share,  for  not  screaming  murder  from  the 
garret. 

The  chair  moved  along  surrounded  by  four  gilded 
servitors  in  white  satin  petticoats  fringed  with 
bullion  tassels,  each  holding  his  link  above  his  head. 
The  cavalcade  was  turning  down  the  Mary  le  Bone 

vol.  11.  J^l 
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Road  when  it  was  suddenly  silently  enclosed  within 
a  dark  circle,  and  Sim  roared  out : 
"  Stand  and  deliver  !" 

Quick  as  thought  the  chairmen  set  down  their 
burthen,  and,  unshipping  each  pole  from  its  rings, 
laid  about  them  like  lusty  wheat-threshers.  The 
staves .  fairly  whistled  with  their  stalwart  swing. 
Marjoram  fell  senseless  with  a  broken  crown;  a 
footman,  spying  his  rings,  had  presence  of  mind  to 
pocket  them.  The  meUe  became  general.  Sim, 
perceiving  that  his  men  showed  signs  of  wavering 
under  the  flail-blows,  shouted  : 

"  Surrender — whoever  you  be  !  or,  as  the  Lord 
lives,  I  fire  \" 

A  horse's  hoofs  clattered  in  the  distance,  coming- 
nearer — nearer.  A  horseman  loomed  indistinct 
against  the  trees. 

•     "  I   swear  I'll  fire  \"  Sim   repeated,  cocking  his 
pistol  warningly. 

At  the  signal  each  of  the  band  produced  his  own 
persuader,  and  Ted  Barker,  whose  clear,  honest  eyes 
and  good-humoured  face  belied  his  calling,  made 
himself  ready  to  trip  up  the  chairmen.  The  four 
footmen,  at  sight  of  firearms,  fled  howling  down  the 
road;  the  chairmen  hesitated  and  looked  behind. 
One  horseman  only  was  coming  to  their  aid — only 
one  !  Five  muzzles  were  pointed  at  them.  There 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  give  way,  leaving  the  chair 
to  its  fate.     Sim  motioned  them  to  retire  out  of 
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hearing,  while  he  stepped  forward  to  investigate  his 
prize. 

The  top  of  the  chair  flew  up ;  its  door  burst  open; 
an  aged  man  stood  erect,  the  twitching  of  his 
features  fitfully  illumined  by  the  sputtering  torches 
half- expired  in  the  mud.  A  grand  old  man,  speech- 
less with  fury,  shivering  with  resentment.  His 
diamond  star  heaved  on  his  breast  as  he  endeavoured 
to  find  words.  With  a  deft  movement,  for  which 
no  one  would  have  credited  his  age,  he  snatched 
Sim's  pistol  from  his  hand. 

"  Villains  \"  he  screamed.  "  Things  are  at  a  pretty 
pass  !  Close  to  my  own  gate,  too.  Be  off,  or  I'll 
rob  Jack  Ketch  of  his  fees  \" 

The  rider  came  up  at  full  gallop  and  stopped, 
dragging  his  horse  back  upon  its  haunches. 

"Hold  your  hands,  for  love  of  Heaven!"  he 
yelled.  "  Don't  touch  him!  It's  the  Duke  of 
Tewkesbury  \" 

But  the  swerving  of  his  horse  as  he  checked  him 
in  full  career  upset  the  chair,  jerking  his  Grace's 
hand  as  he  disengaged  himself  from  its  curtains. 
The  pistol  went  off,  lodging  its  contents  in  the 
rider's  side,  who  staggered  and  fell  heavily  to  the 
ground.  A  cry  of  alarm  burst  from  the  band.  But 
he  was  on  his  feet  again  at  once. 

"  It's  nothing,"  he  said  hurriedly.  "  Let  the 
Duke  pass.  Brutes  !  how  dare  you  act  without 
my  orders  ?" 

41—2 
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Sullenly  the  gang  bowed  their  heads  and  righted 
the  chair,  while  Sim  Ames's  nimble  fingers  filched 
a  parchment  thence. 

"  What's  that  ?  Give  it  here  \"  Jasper  cried, 
snatching  it. 

"  Hoighty  toighty  V  sulkily  ejaculated  Sim. 
"Is  this  a  way  to  treat  a  pal  ?  You  have  done 
nothing  of  late.  I  brought  the  gang  out  for  an 
airing.  Keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,  will 
you  V 

Sim  looked  deeply  injured.  This  was  a  woeful 
breach  of  road- etiquette.  Scratchpole  was  no  doubt 
a  good  captain.  One  to  be  revered.  But  he  had 
rude  ways  with  him.     Hang  his  whimsies  ! 

"  Gret  ye  gone — all  of  you  \"  shouted  Jasper, 
stamping  his  foot. 

"  I  won't  dispute  here,  or  we'll  have  the  watch 
on  us,"  replied  Sim  with  a  frown  of  menace.  "  Don't 
you  go  too  far  though,  or  we  may  quarrel.  Temper 
is  one  thing,  bad  manners  another.  Your  manners 
are  uncommon  bad,  old  mate.  I  don't  want  you  to 
have  a  conscience — but  there  must  be  some  code 
between  us,  mustn't  there  ?" 

"  He's  hurt  !"  cried  Mmming  Ned,  seeing  that 
his  captain  blanched. 

"  No,  no  !  It's  nothing,"  Jasper  said,  placing 
the  parchment  over  his  wound  and  buttoning  his 
surtout  tight  to  stop  the  bleeding.  "  Look  to  the 
old  man.      I  would  not  have  had  this  happen  for  a 
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million.  Have  I  not  commanded  you  all — times  out 
of  mind — not  to  molest  these  roads  ?  No  j  leave 
him  to  me,  and  get  ye  gone  \" 

The  band  retired,  and  the  chairmen  approached 
sheepishly.  They  had  done  their  best  till  firearms 
appeared.  They  had  wives  and  children  to  support; 
so  must  needs  keep  their  brains  in  the  right  casket. 
But  it  was  bravely  done  of  Master  Jasper.  Heroi- 
cally he  bearded  the  whole  band  alone ;  he  put  the 
gang  to  flight,  as  they  plainly  saw,  by  his  bold  front 
and  resolute  aspect.  But  he  had  been  in  the  wars, 
had  Master  Jasper,  and  was  not  fearful  of  firing, 
Humbly  they  made  their  peace  and  took  their 
burthen  up  again. 

The  old  Duke  lay  in  his  chair  seemingly  paralysed. 
His  body  was  dead  all  but  his  eyes  and  ears.  He 
was  overcome  by  a  shock.  Earnestly,  as  his  fingers 
picked  the  curtains,  he  stared  at  Jasper,  who  strove 
to  comfort  him,  walking  by  his  window  with  his 
bridle  on  his  arm. 

Without  further  adventure,  the  cavalcade  arrived 
at  its  destination.  The  household  was  on  the  qui 
vwe,  for  the  four  howling  servitors  had  not  screeched 
out  an  ungarnished  tale.  Their  lord  was  attacked 
at  the  cross-roads  by  twenty  highwaymen,  headed, 
no  doubt,  by  the  awful  Scratchpole,  who  stood  seven 
feet  high  in  his  stockings — a  dreadful  murderous 
giant  !  Their  master's  throat  was  cut  from  ear  to 
ear;  his  star  and  ribbon  torn  from  his  breast ;   his 
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fingers  severed  at  the  joints  for  the  sake  of  their 
jewelled  ornaments.  Never  was  there  anything  so 
horribly  cruel  as  direful  Scratchpole.  They  had  all 
done  their  best,  but  against  such  odds  what  could 
mere  mortals  do  ?  Her  Grace's  two  ladies  fluttered 
gabbling  to  their  mistress,  who,  only  an  hour  ago, 
found,  to  her  surprise,  the  door  of  Lady  Gladys 
slammed  in  her  face.  Miss  Bate  besought  her  Grace 
to  be  calm  and  to  prepare  herself.  There  was 
frightful  news — awful  news.  Was  she  sure  she  was 
quite  prepared  to  hear  it  ?  or  would  she  like  a  little 
time  to  compose  herself  ?  Roughly  the  Duchess 
thrust  the  twin- geese  aside,  and,  calm  herself  ex- 
ternally, swam  down  the  stairs  as  white  as  the 
marble  steps. 

"  Madam,  it  is  not  true  \"  the  hall-porter  cried 
to  her.  "  His  Grace  hath  escaped  unscathed,  saved 
by  doughty  Master  Jasper — brave  Master  Jasper — 
who  routed  the  whole  band  single-handed.  He  is 
wounded  though.  See  !  how  his  blood  drips  upon 
the  floor." 

' '  No  !     The  merest  scratch,"  Jasper  averred . 

Thankfully  the  Duchess  clasped  her  brother's 
hand ;  then,  turning  to  examine  her  husband, 
ordered  him  to  be  borne  at  once  to  her  apartment 
and  a  leech  fetched.  There  was  something  about 
him  that  pleased  her  not.  All  was  not  well !  His 
eyes  were  fixed  wistfully  on  Jasper,  who  followed 
beside  the    chair,    clutching     the    banister.       The 
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Duke's  look  was  strange.  His  cheeks  were  shrunken 
— their  orbit-line  unusually  distinct;  but  he  was 
not  wounded.  Her  Grace's  fears  gave  way  to 
indignation.  What  a  state  of  things — that  the 
greatest  duke  in  England  should  be  half  murdered 
at  his  own  threshold  !  Truly  something  must  be 
done  to  abate  such  a  scandal.  The  existence  of  this 
Scratchpole,  concerning  whom  the  servitors  were 
cackling  below,  was  a  disgrace  to  the  metropolis. 
He  must  be  captured.  Her  Grace  would  go  to  see 
him  hanged.  Jasper  answered  nothing  to  her  talk, 
but  smiled  sadly.  The  Duke  still  stared  wistfully  at 
him. 

Presently  the  leech  arrived,  and  shook  his  head 
after  scanning  his  noble  patient.  A  system  under- 
mined by  early  debauch,  and  worn  by  age,  could 
scarcely  be  expected  to  endure  unharmed  so  rude  a 
shock.  The  Duke's  pulse  throbbed  wildly  for  a 
second  or  two,  then  seemed  to  die  to  nothing.  His 
heart  fluttered  like  a  bird  struggling  to  free  itself. 
The  learned  physician  wagged  his  great  grizzle  wig, 
sucked  his  gold-headed  cane,  took  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
and  mumbled  something  of  paralysis  or  apoplexy. 

A  tremor  passed  over  the  Duchess's  frame. 
Was  he  then  to  die,  the  kind  old  man  whom  she 
had  married  for  his  position  and  his  wealth — whom 
she  had  come  to  like  because  he  leaned  so  much  on 
her?  She  was  half  surprised  to  realise  that  his 
departure  from   the  world  would   grieve  her — the 
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vanishing  of  this  butt  for  the  teasing  of  early  days  ! 
Yes,  she  would  be  quite  sorry  to  lose  her  old  Duke. 
Then,  with  a  touch  of  selfishness  which  she  could 
not  help  although  she  chid  herself  for  it,  she 
suddenly  remembered  the  errand  upon  which  he 
had  started  this  fatal  afternoon.  The  making  of  a 
will.  An  errand  which  she  in  her  carelessness 
had  deemed  premature.  Was  that  matter  settled  ? 
If  not,  and  he  died,  his  wife  would  have  nothing. 
What  a  tumble  from  her  high  estate — the  queen  of 
fashion  a  beggar  !  But  of  course  it  was  settled,  for 
his  Grace  was  doggedly  anxious  to  injure  his  pre- 
sumptive heir,  young  Meadows.  He  would  certainly 
come  out  of  his  mausoleum  to  wrest  his  wealth  from 
him,  should  he  by  an  accident  die  intestate. 

Jasper's  hand  was  pressed  to  his  side — he  was 
turning  whiter  and  more  white — staggering,  he 
stumbled  against  the  wall ;  stretched  forth  his  hand 
to  support  himself ;  left  bloody  finger-marks  upon 
the  silken  panel. 

"  Jasper  !  you  are  hurt  \"  cried  his  sister,  tearing 
open  his  coat. 

A  patch  of  blood  covered  over  by  a  parchment — 
a  voluminous  parchment,  like  a  folded  deed.  The 
doctor  turned  from  the  case  which  he  deemed  past 
his  aid  to  investigate  this  other  one. 

<c  A  mere  scratch  !  a  passing  faintness  V3  mur- 
mured her  Grace's  brother. 

ff  He  is  right/'  acquiesced  the  doctor,  "  a  mere 
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scratch,  thanks  to  this  watch,  not  to  the  parchment. 
See  how  the  bullet  glanced  along  its  surface, 
battering  Susannah  in  her  bath  upon  its  back.  A 
handsome  watch,  set  with  fine  brilliants  which  hath 
done  your  honour  good  service.  But  for  this  you 
would  have  been  a  dead  man." 

The  parchment  !     Could  it  be ?    The  Duchess 

lighted  a  taper  to  look  at   it.     Yes — the  last  will 
and  testament  of  Henry  Sondes  Orrimont,  Duke  of 
Tewkesbury,    K.G.,   Marquis  Vere  of   Yere,   Earl 
Hollis  of  Ifield,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 
The  will !  ! 

Hastily  she  turned  it  over,  though  she  hated 
herself  for  doing  so  at  such  a  moment.  Yet  why 
should  she  hate  herself?  The  Duke  was  going 
where  earthly  wealth  could  in  nowise  benefit  him. 
She  was  to  be  left  behind,  perhaps  for  many  years. 
Surely  it  was  pardonable  selfishness  to  take  one 
peep  to  set  her  mind  at  rest.  Then  she  would 
think  no  more  of  it,  but  tend  his  last  hours  as  a 
devoted  wife  should.  All  his  vast  fortune  was  left 
to  his  "  dearly  beloved  wife  "  with  the  exception  of 
a  few  unimportant  legacies.  Not  one  penny  to  Mr. 
Meadows.  Poor  kind  old  Duke.  But  what  was 
this  ?  A  blank  at  the  bottom.  The  will  was  not 
signed  ! 

With  a  sinking  heart  the  thought  took  possession 
of  her  brain  that  the  scheming  of  those  weary  years 
was    to   commence  afresh !      She   was  to  be   poor 
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without  even  her  pittance  as  maid  of  honour.  And 
this  whilst  her  real  husband  lived — the  wealthy- 
Earl  Bellasis  from  whom  she  had  separated  herself 
by  her  own  cunning  !  The  thought  was  too  hard  to 
bear.  If  Mr.  Stone  could  but  have  known  of  that 
which  his  enemy  suffered  during  a  few  seconds,  he 
might  have  considered  himself  revenged. 

Her  Grace  looked  at  the  Duke,  who  seemed  to 
her  terrified  imagination  to  be  shrinking  visibly  to 
nothing.  Presently,  if  she  looked,  he  would  have 
shrivelled  quite  away.  His  eyes  were  intently  fixed 
on  Jasper's  face.  Was  he  to  be  allowed  to  fade 
out  of  reach  in  this  maddening  manner — was  she 
to  be  left  without  provision  for  lack  of  a  pen- 
scratch,  when  the  intentions  of  the  dying  man  were 
so  evident  ?  His  fingers  were  picking  at  the  chair - 
-cover,  and  were  surely  not  yet  too  feeble  to  hold 
a  pen.  The  doctor  must  administer  a  cordial, 
something  must  be  done — anything — he  must  be 
made  to  sign.  So  Tantalean  a  proceeding  as  this 
was  too  great  an  ordeal  for  human  nerves  to  bear. 
But  the  doctor  only  wagged  his  periwig  and  sucked 
his  cane,  and  applied  cold  water  to  the  gunshot- 
wound,  and  metaphorical  ditto  to  her  Grace. 

The  Duke  was  not  eompos-mentis.  A  signature 
at  such  a  moment  might  be  disputed.  He  could 
not  mix  himself  in  so  shady  an  affair.  Why  !  the 
Duke  had  not  spoken  since  the  affray.  The  shock 
was  too  much  for  his  enfeebled  constitution.      It 
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was  paralysis  or  apoplexy.  If  lie  died,  and  die  he 
assuredly  would,  or  Galen '  and  ^Esculapius  were 
idiots,  lie  would  fall  a  victim  to  Scratchpole' s  gang. 
No  doubt  it  would  go  hard  with  Scratchpole — for 
it  is  well  known  that  while  thousands  of  vulgar 
plebeian  lives  may  fall  an  idle  sacrifice  to  the 
incompetent  folly  of  red-taped  chiefs  and  their 
Jacks-in-office —  yet  if  one  of  the  privileged  be 
involved  in  the  massacre,  there  is  as  much  outcry  as 
though  he  were  a  proto-martyr.  The  premier  Duke 
of  England — poor  Scratchpole  might  consider  his 
race  run  ! 

The  anger  of  the  beautiful  Duchess  was  kindled. 
The  moon  was  rising  in  the  heavens — the  cruel, 
careless  moon — and  with  every  inch  of  its  progress 
upwards  a  drop  of  the  Duke's  strength  was  ebbing-. 
Was  not  this  too  trying  ?  The  life-sand  pattered 
speck  by  speck  in  the  hour-glass.  At  first  it  had 
poured  in  continuous  stream,  so  even,  with  such  a 
goodly  store  of  grains  above,  as  to  warrant  a  steady 
improvident  shower.  Then  as  the  granary  waned 
the  stream  thinned  to  a  pulsed  thread.  Alas  !  you 
could  count  each  pellet  now  —  each  sparse  pellet 
sliding  from  its  temporary  home  on  the  glass-side 
slowly — to  join  its  more  impulsive  fellows  on  the 
cone  below  :  you  could  reckon  with  a  glance  the 
few  sand-grains  that  were  still  left — one — two — 
three — barely  a  dozen;  a  large  fortune,  a  great 
lady's  well-being  for  the  rest  of  her  life,  hung  on 
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tliem — and  this  plaguy  doctor  was  wasting  time  by- 
prosing  through  his  nose  about  scruples  and  hinting 
of  a  shady  affair  ! 

"  Insolent ! "  she  cried,  pointing  with  stately 
finger.  "  Hospital  spawn  !  get  you  hence  !  at  once 
— or  you  shall  be  whipped  by  my  lackeys.  If  my 
brother  were  not  hurt  he  would  fling  you  to  them 
over  the  stair- rail.  You  do  nothing  to  save  my 
lord.  You  dare  to  insult  me,  who  am  defenceless, 
on  the  threshold  of  my  deepest  grief — go  \" 

The  leech  was  stricken  with  awe  at  the  aspect 
of  that  white  spectre  with  its  towering  head,  its 
grand  curved  lines,  majestic  air  and  heaving 
wrath. 

"  You  are  a  wondrous  creature,"  he  muttered, 
' '  evidently  as  unscrupulous  and  dangerous  as  men 
say  you  are — as  friends  Wilkes  and  Stone  say  you 
are.  I  had  best  be  off  to  relate  this  experience  to 
them.  She  will  make  that  wreck  sign  or  kill  him 
with  the  effort." 

Her  Grace  stamped  her  foot — the  grains  were 
dripping  —  dripping  !  Hurriedly  the  doctor  took 
his  hat  and  bowed  himself  out. 

The  Duke  was  shrunk  to  half  his  bulk — there 
could  be  no  doubt  about  it — who  shall  say  that  the 
soul  occupies  no  place  in  the  human  frame  ?  Who, 
that  has  seen  much  of  death,  can  have  failed  to 
remark  this  phenomenon  ?  The  lungs  work  no 
more — the  human  bellows  are  flat,  deprived  of  wind. 
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But  more  than  mere  breath  is  wanting.  Something 
that  has  gone  out  of  the  corpse  affects  its  height  as 
well  as  breadth  of  volume.  The  Duke  was  by  two 
inches  shorter  than  he  was  wont  to  be.  An  inert 
mass  with  life  lingering  only  in  his  eyes  and  fingers. 
The  house  so  gay  a  few  hours  ago  was  sad  enough 
now.  The  picture  was  a  gloomy  one.  Her  Grace's 
reception-room,  its  walls  bedight  with  carved  flutes, 
flowers,  ribbons,  in  relief;  its  floor  littered  with 
-costly  nicknacks ;  china,  pagods,  lace,  embroidery. 
One  candle  flaring  in  a  silver  sconce.  The  moon 
glinting  through  the  casement  on  an  old  man  dying 
in  a  great  arm-chair ;  a  younger  one,  in  the  shadow, 
half  fainting  in  another  ;  a  grand  woman  dressed  in 
white  with  a  tower  on  her  head  whose  jewels  winked 
under  the  moonbeams.  Her  intelligence,  sharpened 
by  circumstances,  took  in  the  scene  of  which  she 
was  the  centre,  as  she  listened  to  the  departing 
footfall  of  the  doctor  and  the  hum  of  voices  in  the 
hall,  and  losing  her  presence  of  mind  in  an  over- 
whelming sense  of  incompleteness,  she  flung  her 
arms  aloft  and  pressed  her  cheek  against  the  window. 
It  seemed  to  be  her  destiny  to  dally  with  oppor- 
tunities till  they  were  lost.  That  other  opportunity 
had  been  caught  again  by  a  superhuman  effort ; 
but  nobody  can  go  on  making  superhuman  efforts. 
What  a  cruel  moment  it  is  when  your  faith  in  your 
own  self  vanishes. 

A  big  broad  sky,  all  of  one  colour.     A  bright, 


334  LADY  GRIZEL. 


ghostly,  battered,  misshapen,  one-sided  moon — 
itself  imperfect — was  riding  in  the  chill  heavens. 
Its  rays  bore  no  soothing  in  their  dancing  motes. 
Exultingly  it  seemed  to  peer  into  that  saloon,  to 
dash  with  scorching  light  and  sinister  shadow 
human  wavering,  human  sorrow,  human  frailty. 
The  very  courtyard  lamps  put  it  to  shame,  for  they 
glowed  together  in  a  yellow  necklace,  gay  through 
companionship  —  reflecting  each  other  warmly. 
They  at  least  sympathised  with  one  another  hand  in 
hand.  But  that  pale  green  eye  above  glittered 
cold  and  solitary  and  pitiless.  It  searched  out  each 
wrinkle  in  the  dying  man's  face,  and  underlined  it 
black.  What  a  rare  sight  for  the  cruel  moon  to 
gaze  upon  !  A  prince  of  the  earth  groping  alone 
through  a  valley  of  darkness  with  trembling  steps 
and  slow  towards  a  great  light — a  light  looming  at 
its  end  from  a  reproachful  Master's  diadem.  A 
desperate  woman  who,  without  flinching,  had  waded 
for  a  purpose  through  much  mire — a  woman  who 
beheld,  with  dull  despair  overshadowing  her  brief 
happiness,  the  fruit  for  which  she  had  so  smirched 
her  skirts  flitting  from  her  grasp.  The  cold  mis- 
shapen moon  that  had  turned  green  from  looking  upon 
evil  deeds  tipped  her  fair  figure  with  silver,  and 
flooded  the  spectral  marble  image  standing  in  chains 
below  with  light.  The  Duchess  sighed  and  moved 
towards  the  Duke,  whose  wistful  gaze  never  quitted 
Jasper  and  his  watch.     His  stiffening  lips  moved ; 
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he  spoke  at  last  in  a  voice  which  sounded  as  if  wafted 
from  the  brink  of  L ethe's  waters. 

"  Scratchpole  \"  he  murmured  faintly.  "  You 
are  Scratchpole,  the  ar ch- villain  ?  Why  disgrace 
your  sister  by  turning  robber  ?  If  you  needed 
money  for  her  sake,  I  would  have  given  it.  Repair 
your  fault  by  watching  over  her.  I  shot  you.  I 
am  sorry — for  her  sake." 

A  thrill  went  through  the  Duchess.  Had  her 
brother  slain  her  husband,  and  had  her  husband 
done  his  best  to  slay  her  brother  ?  Her  brain 
reeled.  The  ground  was  indeed  slipping  from 
beneath  her  feet. 

The  Duke's  breath  laboured.  His  sand  was 
nearly  spent. 

"  The  will  \"  he  muttered,  while  his  uneasy  fingers 
twitched.  "1  brought  it — with  me — to  read  over 
before  her  Grace — and  sign — the — will  V3 

Jasper  roused  himself  from  the  sickness  which 
was  creeping  along  his  bones,  for  his  sister's  fate 
depended  upon  prompt  action ;  and  he  perceived 
that  she  sat  helpless  in  a  chair  with  dazed  pupils 
and  a  numbed  intellect.  There  was  not  a  moment 
to  be  lost.  He  staggered  to  his  feet  and  rang  the 
bell.     Two  servants  entered. 

u  Witness  his  Grace's  last  will  and  testament," 
he  said  quietly,  as  he  smoothed  the  blood-stained 
parchment  and  placed  a  pen  between  the  failing- 
fingers. 
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Wild  noises  as  of  rushing  waters  whirled  within 
my  Lady  Grizel's  head,  hammers  seemed  banging 
on  her  skull;  the  room  was  rocking  up  and  down. 
Could  those  twittering  fingers  form  the  necessary 
word,  or  was  it  already  too  late  ?  Would  they  refuse 
at  the  old  man's  bidding,  who  adored  her,  to  perform 
this  last  supreme  office  which  should  raise  her  from 
prospective  beggary  to  be  rich  for  the  remainder  of 
her  life  ? 

The  failing  hand  wavered  and  slipped  on  the 
smooth  surface.  Jasper  replaced  it  on  the  parchment 
and  firmly  held  it  there.  The  gap  was  filled — the 
ten  crazy  letters  formed — followed  by  a  blot  as  the 
pen  fell  out  of  the  Duke's  grasp. 

Mr.  Meadows  had  lost  by  a  hairsbreadth  the 
largest  private  fortune  in  the  realm. 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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